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Frederick^ Brother to the Duke^ and Usurper of his 

Dominions, 
Amiens^ 1 hords attending upon the Duke inhisBa^ 
Jaques^ 3 nishment. 

Lb Bbau^ a Courtier attending upon Frederick. 
Charles^ his Wrestler. 
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William, ji Country Fellow, in love with Audrey. 
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Rosalind, Daughter to the banished Duke. 
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Phebe, a Shepherdess. 
Audrey, a Country fVench. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes ; Pages, Foresters, and 
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The SCENE lies, first, fif ar Oliver's House; afterwards 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — An Orchard, near Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

OrL As I remember^ Adam^ it was upon this fashion 
bequeathed me : By will^ but u poor thousand crowns; 
and, as thou ^ay'st, charged my brother, on his bless- 
ing, to breed mo well : and there begins my sadness. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Jn Orchard, near Oliver's Hotae. 

Enter Oklando and Adah. 
Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion 
bequeathed me : By will, but a poor thousand crowns ; 
and, as thou £ay'st, charged my brother, on bis bless- 
ing, to breed me well : and there begins my sadness. 
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6 AS YOU LIKE IT. ACT I. 

My brother Jaques he keeps at school^ and report speaks 
goldenly of his profit : for my part^ he keeps me rusti- 
cally at home, or, to speak more properly, stays me 
here at home unkept : For call you that keeping for a 
gentleman of my birth, that differs not from the stal- 
ling of an ox ? His horses are bred better ; for, besides 
that they are fair with their feeding, they are taught 
their manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : but 
I> his brother^ gain nothing under him but growth ; for 
the which his animals on his dunghills are as much 
bound to him as I. Besides this nothing, that he so 
plentifully gives me, the something, that nature gave 
me, his countenance seems to take from me : he lets 
me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, 
and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with 
my education. This it is, Adam, that grieves me; and 
the spirit of my father, which I think is within me, be- 
gins to mutiny against this servitude : 1 will no longer 
endure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to 
avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adwn. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake mc up. 

Oli. Now, sir ! what make you here ? 

Orl, Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 

Oli, What mar you then, sir? 

Orl, Marry, sir, I am helping youlo mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with 
idleness. 
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SCENE I. AS YOU LIKE IT. 7 

OU. Marry, sir, be better employ'd, and pe naught 
awhile. 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them? What prodigal portion have i spent, that I 
should come to such penury ? 

OH. Know you where you are, sir ? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard. 

OH. Know you before whom, sir ? 

Orl. Ay, better than he I am before knows me. I 
know, you are my eldest brother ; and, in the gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know me : The cour* 
tesy of nations allows you my better, in that you are 
the first-born; but the same tradition takes not away 
my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I 
have as much of my father in mo, as you ; albeit, I con- 
fess, your coming before mc is nearer to his reverence. 

OH. What, boy ! 

OrL Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. 

OH. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. 1 am no villain : [ am the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois ; he was my father ; and he is thrice 
a villain, that says, such a father begot villains: Wert 
thou not my brother, I would not take this hand from 
thy throat, till this other had pulled out thy tongue for 
saying so; thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet master?, be patient; for your father's 
remembrance, be at accord. 

OH. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till I please : you shall hear me. My 
father charged you in his will to give nic good educa- 
tion : you have trained me like a peasant, obscuring 
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and hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities: the 
spirit of my father grows strong in me^ and I will no 
longer endure it : therefore allow me such exercises as 
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery 
my father left me by testament ; with that I will go 
buy. my fortunes. 

Oil. And what wilt thou do ? beg, when that is spent? 
Well, sir, get you in : I will not long be troubled with 
you : you shall have some part of your will : I pray you, 
leave me. 

OrL I will no further oflfend you than becomes me 
for my good. 

OH. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam, Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have lost 
my teeth in your service. — God be with my old mas- 
ter ! he would not have spoke such a word. 

\^Exeunt Orlando an^ Adam. 

Oli. Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me ? I 
will physick your rankness, and yet give no thousand 
crowns neither. Hola, Dennis ! 

Enter Dennis. 

Den. Calls your worship ? 

Oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here to 
speak with me ? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and im- 
portunes access to you. 

Oli. Call him in. [Exit Dennis.] — ^Twill be a good 
way : and to-morrow the wrestling is. 
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Enter Charles. 

Cha. Good morrow to your worship. 

O/i. Good inonsiear Charles ! — what's the new news 
at the new court i 

Cha. There's no news at the courts sir^ but the old 
news : that is^ the old duke is banish'd by his younger 
brother the new duke ; and three or four loving lords 
have put themselves into voluntary exile with him^ 
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke ; there- 
fore he gives them good leave to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell^ if Rosalind^ the duke's daughter^ 
be banished with her father i 

Cha, O, no; for the duke's daughter, her cousin^ so 
loves her, — being ever from their cradles bred toge- 
ther, — that she would have followed her exile, or have 
died to stay behind her. She is at the court, and no 
less beloved of her uncle than his own daughter ; and 
never two ladies loved as they do. 

Oli. Where will the old duke live? 

Cha, They say, he is already in the forest of Arden, 
and a many merry men with him : and here they live 
like the old Robin Hood of Engls^nd : they say, many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day ; and fleet the 
time carelessly, as they did in the golden world. 

Oli, What, you wrestle to-morrow before tBe new 
duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to understand^ 
that your younger brother, Orlando, hath a disposition 
to come in disguis'd against me, to try a fall : To-mor- 
row, sir, I wrestle for my credit ; and he, that escapes 
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me without some broken limb^ shall acquit him well. 
Your brother is but young, and tender ; and, for your 
love, I would be loath to foil him, as I must, for my 
own honour, if he come in : therefore, out of my love 
to you, I came hither to acquaint you withal; that 
either you might stay him from his intendment, or 
brook such disgrace well as he shall run into; in that 
it is a thing of his own search, and altogether against 
my will. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I had my- 
self notice of my brother's purpose herein, and have by 
underhand means laboured to dissuade him from it; 
but he is resolute. Til tell thee, Charles, — it is the 
stubbornest young fellow of France ; full of ambition, 
an envious emulator of every man's good parts, a se- 
cret and villainous contriver against me his natural bro- 
ther; therefore use thy discretion; 1 had as lief thou 
didst break his neck as his finger: And thou wert best 
look to't; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or 
if he do not mightily grace himself on thee, he will 
practise against thee by poison, entrap thee by some 
treacherous device, and never leave thee till he hath 
ta'en thy life by some indirect means or other : for, I 
assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there is 
not one so young and so villainous this day living. I 
speak but brotherly of him ; but should I anatomize 
him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, and thou 
must look pale and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad [ came hither to you: If he 
come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment: If ever he 
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go alone again, PlI never wrestle for prize more : And 
so, God keep your worship ! [£xtV. 

OIL Farewell, good Charles. — Now will I stir this 
gamester : I hope, I shall see an end of him ; for mj 
soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than he. 
Yet he's gentle ; never school'd, and yet learned ; full 
of noble device ; of all sorts enchantingly beloved ; and, 
indeed, so much in the heart of the world, and espe* 
cially of my own people, who best know him, that 1 am 
altogether misprised : but it shall not be so long; thjjs 
wrestler shall clear all: nothing remains, but that i, 
kindle the boy thither, which now I'll go about 

lEsii. 



SCENE II.— J Lawn before the DiSie*s Palace. 

Enter Rosalind and Cblia. 

CeL I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than 1 am mis- 
tress of; and would you yet I were merrier? Unless 
you could teach me to forget a banish'd father, you 
must not learn me how to remember any extraordinary 
pleasure. 

CeL Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with the full 
weight that I love thee : if my uncle, thy banished fa- 
ther, had banished thy uncle, the duke my father, so 
thou had been still with me, I could have taught my 
love to take thy father for mine ; so would'st thou, if 
the truth of thy love to me were so righteously tem- 
per'd as mine is to thee. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Att Orchard, near Oliver's House. 



Enter Orlando and Adah. 
Orl, As I remember, Adam, it was upon ihis fashion 
bequeathed me : Qy will, but u poor thousand crowns ; 
and, as thou ^ay'st, charged my brother, on his bless- 
ing, to breed mc well : and tlierc begins my sadness. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Ah Orchard, near Oliver's House. 



Enter Orlando and Adah. 
Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upoa this fashion 
bequeathed me : liy will, but a poor thousand crowns ; 
and, as thou tay'st, charged my brother, on his bless- 
ing, to breed mc well: and there begins my sadness. 
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place appointed for the wrestlings and they are ready to 
perform it. 

Cel. Yonder^ sure^ they are coming: Let us now stay 
and see it. 

Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando^ 

Chaklbs, and attendants, 

Duke F. Come on; since the youth will not be en- 
treated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros, Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks successfully* 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin ? are you 
crept hither to see the wrestling i 

Rta, Ay, my liege ; so please you give us leave. 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, I can tell 
you, there is such odds in the men : In pity of the chal- 
lenger's youth, I would fain dissuade him, but he will 
not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies; see if you can 
move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Do so ; [Ml not be by. [Duke goes apart. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princesses 
call for you. 

Orl. I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles the 
wrestler ? 

Orl. No, fair princess ; he is the general challenger : 
I come but in, as others do, to try with him the strength 
of my youth. 

Cel, Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for 
your years : You have seen cruel proof of this man's 



SCBNE II. AS YOU LIKB IT. 1? 

strength : if you saw yourself with your eyes, or knew 
yourself with your judgment, the fear of your adven- 
ture would counsel you to a more equal enterprise. 
We pray you, for your own sake, to embrace your own 
safety^ and give over this attempt. 

Ros, Do, young sir; your reputation shall not there- 
fore be misprised : we will make it our suit to the duke^ 
that the wrestling might not go forward. 

Orl, I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts; wherein I confess me much guilty, to deny 
so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your 
fedr eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to my trial : 
wherein if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that 
was never gracious; if killed, but one dead that is wil- 
ling to be so: I shall do my friends no wrong, for I 
have none to lament me; the world no injury, for in it 
I have nothing; only in the world I fill up a place^ 
which may be better supplied when I have made it 
empty. 

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would it were 
with you. 

CeL And mine^ to eke out hers. 

Ros. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived in 

you! 

Cel, Your heart's desires be with you. 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is so 
desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orl. Ready, sir ; but his will hath in it a more mo- 
dest working* 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha, Ho, I warrant your grace ; you shall not enr 
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treat him to a second^ tbat have so mightily persuaded 
him from a first. 

OrL You mean to mock me after ; you should not 
have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

jBo5. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 

CcL I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. [Chakles and Orlando wrestle. 

Jios. O excellent young man ! 
' Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. [Charles is thrown. Shotit, 

Duke F. No more, no more. 

OrL Yes, I beseech your grace ; I am not yet well 
breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. [Charles is borne out."] 
What is thy name, young man ? 

OrL Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. I would, thou hadst been son to some man 
else. 
The world esteem'd thy father honourable. 
But I did find him still mine enemy : 
Thou shouldst have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth ; 
I would thou hadst told me of another father. 

lExeunt Duke Fred. Train, and Le Beau. 

CeL Were I my father, coz, would I do this t 

OrL I am more proud to be sir Rowland's son. 
His youngest son ; — and would not change that calling. 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 
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Ro8. My father lov'd sir Rowland as his soul^ 
And all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his son^ 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties^ • 
Ere he should thus have ventur'd. 

Cel. Gentle cousin^ 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 
My father's rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you have well deserv'd : 
If you do keep your promises in love. 
But justly, as you have exceeded promise. 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

jRo5. Gentleman, [Criving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ; 
That could give more, byt that her hand lacks means. — 
Shall we go, coz ? 

CcL Ay : — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

OrL Can I not say, I thank you ? My better parts 
Are all thrown down ; and that, which here stands up. 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 

12os. He calls us back : My pride fell with my for- 
tunes : 
ril ask him what he would : — Did you call, sir ? — 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

CcL Will you go, coz ? 

Ros, Have with you : — Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 

OrL What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue? 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference. 
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Re-enter Le Beau. 

poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ; 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 

Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv'd 
High commendation, true applause, and love ; 
Yet such is now the duke's condition. 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed. 
More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 

OrL I thank you, sir : and, pray you, tell me this ; 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke. 
That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man-^ 
ners; 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish'd duke. 
And here detained by her usurping uncle. 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters* 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece ; 
Grounded upon no other argument. 
But that the people praise her for her virtues. 
And pity her for her good father's sake ; 
And, on my life, bis malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well ; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 

1 shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

OrL I rest much bounden to you : fare you well ! 

{Exit Le Beau. 
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Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 

From tyrant duke^ unto a tyrant brother : — 

But heavenly Rosalind ! [EfiY. 



SCENE III.— J Room in the Palace. 

Enter Celi4 and Rosalind. 

CeL Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind ; — Cupid have 
mercy ! — Not a word ? 

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

CeL No, thy words are two precious to be cast away 
upon curs, throw some of them at me ; come, lame me 
with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up ; when the 
one should be lamed with reasons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cel. But is this all for your father? 

Ros. No, some of it for my child's father: O, how 
full of briars is this working-day world ! 

CeL They arc but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in 
holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, 
our very petticoats will catch them. 

J2of . I could shake them off my coat ; these burs are 
in my heart. 

CeL Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have him. 

CeL Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler than 
myself. 

CcL O, a good wish upon you ! you will try in time, 
in despite of a fall. — But, turning these jests out of 

VOL. Xlll. B 
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service^ let us talk in good earnest : Is it possible^ on 
such a sudden, you should fall into so strong a liking 
¥^ith old sir Rowland's youngest son ? 

Ros. The duke my father lov'd his father dearly. 

CeL Doth it therefore ensue, that you should love 
his son dearly ? By this kind of chase, I should hate 
him, for my father hated his father dearly ; yet I hate 
not Orlando. 

Ros. No 'faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

CeL Why should I not i doth he not deserve well ? 

Ros. Let me love him for that; and do you love 
him, because I do : — Look, here comes the duke. 

CeL With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords. 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
haste. 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle i 

Duke F. You, cousin : 
Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 
So near our publick court as twenty miles. 
Thou diest for it. 

Ros. I do beseech your grace. 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me : 
If with myself I hold intelligence. 
Ox have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle. 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn. 
Did I offend your highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors ; 



SCENE IIT. AS YOU LIKE IT. fiS 

If their purgation did consist in words> 
They are as innocent as grace itself: — 
Let it suffice thee^ that I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tell me> whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's 
enough. 

Ro$. So was I, when your highness took his duke- 
dom; 
So was T, when your highness banish'd him : 
Treason is not inherited, my lord; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends. 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor i 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay'd her for your sake. 
Else had she with her father rang'd along. 

CeL I did not then entreat to have her stay. 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ; 
I was too young that time to value her. 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor. 
Why so am 1; we still have slept together. 
Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together ; 
And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swans. 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her smooth- 
ness. 
Her very silence, and her patience. 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
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And thou wilt show more bright^ and seem more vir- 
tuous^ 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom. 
Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banished. 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F. You are a fool ; — You, niece, provide your- 
self: 
If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

{Exeunt Duke Frederick, andLords. 
Cel. O my poor Rosalind f whithelr wiltthou go ? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I am. 
Ros. I have more cause. 
Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 
Pr'ythee, be chearful: know'st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish'd me his daughter i 
Ros. That he hath not. 

Cel. No f hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the love^ 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sunder'd f shall we part, sweet girl i 
No : let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to take your change upon you. 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out ; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 
Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee. 
Ros. Why, whither shall we go ? 
CeL To seek my uncle. 
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Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far i 
Beauty proroketh thieves sooner than gold. 

CeL ril put myself in poor and mean attire^ 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face ; 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along. 
And never stir assailants. 

Roi» Were it not better. 
Because that I am more than common tall. 
That I did suit me all points like a man i 
A gallant curtle-ax upon my thigh, 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We'll have a swashing and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have. 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

CeL What shall I call thee, when thou art a man f 

Has. ril have no worse a name than Jove's own page. 
And therefore look you call me, Ganymede. 
But what will you be cali'd i 

CeL Something that hath a reference to my state ; 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assayed to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel I 

CeL He'll go along o'er the wide world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let's away. 
And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit, that will be made 
Afler my flight: Now go we in content. 
To liberty, and not to banishment. \^Excuni. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE L—The Forest of Ardtn. 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens^ and other Lords, in (he 

dress of Foresters. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile. 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Thau that of painted pomp i Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difference ; as, the icy fang, 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
Which when it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, — 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors. 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Ami. I would not change it: Happy is your grace^ 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison t 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,-r- 
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Being native burghers of this desert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord. 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother, that hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself. 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag. 
That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord. 
The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down bis innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool. 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord, O, yes, into a thousand similes, 
first, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much : Then, being alone. 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 
Tw right, quoth he ; this misery doth part 
Thejiux of company : Anon, a careless herd. 
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Full of the pasture^ jumps along by him^ 

And never stays to greet bim ; Ayy quotb Jaques^ 

&W€tp on, you fat and greasy citizens; 

'Tisjust the fashion : Wherefore do you look 

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 

Thus most invectively he pierceth through 

The body of the country, city, court. 

Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we 

Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse, 

To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 

In their assign'd and native dwelling place. 

Duke S. And did you leave him in this contempla- 
tion i 

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S. Show me the place ; 
I love to cope him in these sullen fits. 
For then he's full of matter. 

2 Lord. I'll bring you to bim straight* [Exeunt. 



SCENE II.— J Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Attendants, 

Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man saw them ? 
It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 
Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early. 
They found the bed untreasur'd of their mistress. 

2 Lord, My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so ofl 
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Your grace was wont to laugb^ is also missing. 
Hesperia^ the princess' gentlewoman^ 
Confesses, that she secretly o'erbeard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler. 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone. 
That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F, Send to his brother ; fetch that gallant 
hither; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 
I'll make him find him : do this suddenly ; 
And let not search and inquisition quail 
To bring again these foolish runaways. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— Before Oliver\House. 

Enter Oiilando and Adam, meeting. 

OrL Who's there ? 

Adam. What! my young master ?—0^ my gentle 
master, 
O, my sweet master, O you memory 
Of old sir Rowland ! why, what make you here i 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant i 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the humourous duke ? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Your graces serve them but as enemies ? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master. 
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Arc sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

O, what a world is this, when what is comely 

Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Orl. Why, what's the matter ? 

Adam, O unhappy youth. 
Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother— (no, no brother ; yet the son — 
Yet not the son ; — I will not call him son — 
Of him I was about to call his father,) — 
Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie. 
And you within it : if he fail of that. 
He will have other means to cut you off : 
I overheard him, and his practices. 
This is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, would'st thou have me 
go? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 

OrL What, would'st thou have me go and beg my 
food ? 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road i 
This I must do, or know not what to do : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so : I have five hundred crowns. 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father. 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse. 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
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And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 
Take that: and He^ that dolh the ravens feed^ 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow. 
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 
I'll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

OrL O good old man, how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times^ 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree. 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield. 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent. 
We'll light upon some settled low content. 

Adam, Master, go on ; and [ will follow thee. 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 
From seventeen years till now, almost fourscore. 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 
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Bat at fourscore^ it is too late a week: 
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better. 
Than to die well, and not my master's debtor. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— r*^ Forest ofjrden. 

Enter Rosalind in boy's clothes, Celia drest like a 
Shepherdess, ancl Touchstone. 

Ros, O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not 
veary. 

Has. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's 
apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must comfort 
the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought to shew 
itself courageous to petticoat : therefore, courage, good 
Aliena. 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me; I cannot go no fur- 
ther. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you : yet I should bear no cross, if I did 
bear you ; for, I think, you have no money in your 
purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool I ; 
when I was at home, I was in a better place ; but tra* 
vellers must be content. 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone : — Look you, who 
comes here ; a young man, and an old, in solemn talk. 
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Enter Corin and Silyius. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

SiL O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do Ioyc her ! 

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lov'd ere now. 

SiL No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so,) 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy i 

Cor. Into a thousand, that I have forgotten. 

Si7. O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily : 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly. 
That ever love did make thee run into. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or if thou hast not sat as 1 do now. 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me. 
Thou hast not lov'd : O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe ! 

lExit SiLYius. 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

ToiKh. And I mine: I remember, when I was in 
love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid him take 
that for coming anight to Jane Smile : and I remem- 
ber the kissing of her batlet, and then the cow's dugs 
that her pretty chop'd hands had milk'd : and I re- 
member the woouig of a peascod instead of her ; from 
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whom I took two cods^ and, giving her them again^ 
said with weeping tears. Wear these for my sake. We, 
that are true lovers, run into strange capers ; but as all 
is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love mortal in 

folly. 

JJos. Thou speak'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own wit, 
till I break my shins against it. 

Ros. Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine ; but it grows something stale with 
me. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla; you, clown ! 

Ros. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls ? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say : — 
Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold. 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment. 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Here's a young maid with travel much oppress'd. 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, 1 pity her. 
And wish for her sake, more than for mine own. 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 
But I am shepherd to another man. 
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And do not sheer the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition^ 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides^ his cote^ his flocks^ and bounds of feed^ 
Are now on sale^ and at our sheepcote noWj 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come see^ 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he, that shall buy his flock and pasture i 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but ere- 
while. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages : I like this place. 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go with me ; if you like, upon report. 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be. 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. lExeunt. 



SCENE v.— The same. 



Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others. 



SONG. 

Ami. Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
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And tune his merry note 
Unto the tweet birdTs throat. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, more, I pr*ythee, more. 

Ami, It will make yoo melancholy, monsieur Jaqnes. 

Jaq. I thank it. More, I prythee, more. I can 
sack melancholy out of a song, as a weazel sucks eggs ; 
More, 1 pr'ythee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged ; I know, I cannot please 
you. 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do desire 
you to sing: Come, more; another stanza; Call you 
them stanzas ? 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe me 
nothing: Will you sing? 

Ana. More at your request, than to please myself. 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll thank 
you : but that they call compliment, is like the encoun- 
ter of two dog-apes ; and when a man thanks me hear- 
tily, methinks, 1 have given him a penny, and he ren- 
ders me the beggarly thanks. Come, sing ; and you, * 
that will not, hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, I'll end the song.— Sirs, cover the while ; 
the duke will drink under this tree : — he hath been all 
this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too disputable for my company : I think of as 
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many matters as he ; but I give heaven thanks^ and 
make no boast of them. Come^ warble^ come. 

SONG. 

Who doth ambition shun, [All together here. 
And loves to live i'the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. I'll give you a verse to this note^ that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 
Ami. And Til sing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes : 

If it do come to pass. 
That dmf man turn ass. 
Leaving his wealth and ease, 
A stubborn will to please, 
Ducddme, ducdime, ducddfne ; 
Here shall he see, 
Gross fools as he. 
An if he will come to Ami. 

And. What's that ducddme ? 

Jaq. Tis a Greek invocation^ to call fools into a 
circle. I'll go sleep if I can ; if I cannot^ I'll rail a- 
gainst all the first-born of £gypt. 

VOL. XIII c 
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jimi. And I'll go seek the duke ; bis banquet is pre- 
par'd. [Exeunt severally. 



SCENE Wl.—The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adam.' 

Adam. Dear master^ I can go no furtber : O^ I die 
for food ! Here lie I down^ and measure out my grave. 
Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart in 
thee? Live a little; comfort a Httle; cheer thyself a 
little : If this uncouth forest yield any thing savage, I 
will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. For my 
sake, be comfortable; hold death awhile at the arm's 
end : I will here be with thee presently ; and if I bring 
thee not something to eat, I'll give thee leave to die : 
but if thou diest before I come, thou art a mocker of 
my labour. Well said ! thou look'st cheerily : and I'll 
be with thee quickly. — Yet thou liest in the bleak air: 
Come, 1 will bear thee to some shelter; and thou shalt 
not die for lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in 
this desert. Cheerly, good Adam ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE VII.— TAf same. 

A table set out. Enter Duke senior^ Amiens, Lords, 

and others. 

Duke S. I think he be transform'd into a beast | 
For I can no where find him like a man. 
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1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical. 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres : — 
Go^ seek him ; tell him, I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life is 
this. 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! 1 met a fool i' the forest, 

A motley fool ; — a miserable world ! — 

As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun. 

And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms. 

In good set terms, — and yet a motley fool. 

Good-morroWffool, quoth I : No, sir, quoth he. 

Call me not fool, till heaven hath sent me fortune : 

And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 

Says, very wisely. It is ten o'clock : 

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wags : 

'Tfs 611/ an hour ago, since it was nine ; 

And after an hour more, ^ twill be eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe. 

And then, from hour to hour, we rot ^ and rot. 

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time. 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 

That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; "^ 
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And I did laugb^ sans intermission^ 
An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear. 

Duke S. What fool is this ? 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! — One, that hath teen a cour* 
tier ; 
And says, if ladies be but young, and fair. 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, — 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage, — he hath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms : — O, that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke S, Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq, It is my only suit ; 
Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them. 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind. 
To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have : 
And they, that are most galled with my folly. 
They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so I 
The whi^ is plain as way to parish church : 
He, that a fool doth very wisely hit. 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart. 
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not. 
The wise man's folly is anatomiz'd 
Even by the squandering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley \ give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world. 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
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Duke S. Fye on thee ! I can tell what thou wouldst 
do. 

Jaq, What, for a counter, would I do, but good ? 

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin^ in chiding sin : 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself ; 
And all the embossed sores, and headed evils. 
That thou with license of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea. 
Till that the very very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name. 
When that I say. The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 
Who can come in, and say, that 1 mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour i 
Or what is he of basest function. 
That says, his bravery is not on my cost, 
(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech f 
There then ; How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right. 
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free. 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man. — But who comes here t 

Enter Orlando, with his sword drazvn. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq. Why, 1 have eat none yet. 

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv'd. 
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Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of f 

Duke S. Art thou thus bolden'd^ mau^ by thy dis- 
tress ; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners^ 
That in civility thou seem'st so empty ? 

OrL You touch'd my vein at first ; the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show 
Of smooth civility : yet am I inland bred^ 
And know some nurture : But forbear^ I say ; 
He dies^ that touches any of this fruity 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason^ 
I must die. 

Duke S. What would you have ? your gentleness 
shall force^ 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 

OrL 1 almost die for food^ and let me have it. 

Duke S. Sit down and feed^ and welcome to our 
table. 

OrL Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray you : 
I thought, that all things had- been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment : But whate'er you are. 
That in this desert inaccessible^ 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear. 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enfoi'cement be : 
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In the which hope, 1 blush^ and bide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knoH'd to church; 
And sat at good nien*s feasts ; and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops, that sacred pity hath engender'd : 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness. 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be ministred. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn^ 
And give it food. There is an old poor man^ 
Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp'd in pure love ; till he be first suffic'd, — 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, — 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out. 
And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye; and be bless'd for your good com- 
fort ! [Exit. 

Duke S, Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy : 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene. 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world's a stage. 
And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts. 
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant. 
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel. 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school : And then, the lover ; 

3 
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Sighing like furnace^ with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress' eye-brow : Then^ a soldier; 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard^ 

Jealous in honour^ sudden and quick in quarrel^ 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth : And then, the justice; 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd> 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modern instances. 

And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ; 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 

His youthful hose well sav*d, a world too wide 

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice. 

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in his sound : Last scene of all. 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-enter Orlando, with Adam. 

Duke S. Welcome : Set down your venerable bur- 
den. 
And let him feed. 

OrL I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need ; 
I scarce can speak, to thank you for myself. 

Duke S. Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes : — 
Give us some musick ; and, good cousin, sing. 
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Amiens sings. 

SONG. 

I. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 

As maris ingratititde ; 
Tkif tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho I unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 

Then, heigh, ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

II. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 
That dost not bite so nigh 

As benefitsforgot : 
Tlumgh thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remembered not. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! S^c. 

Duke S. If that thou were the good sir Rowland's 
son, — 
As you have whisper'd faithfully, you were ; 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn'd, and living in your face, — 
Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke. 
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That lov'd your father : The residue of your fortune^ 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man^ 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is : 
Support him by the arm.— Give me your hand. 
And let me all your fortunes understand, ^Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick^ Oliver^ Lords, arid Atten-- 

dants. 

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, that cannot be : 
Bui were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present : But look to it ; 
Find out thy brother, wheresoever he is ; 
Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living. 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands^ and all things that thou dost call thine^ 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands ; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth. 
Of what we think against thee. 

OU. O, that your highness knew my heart in this ! 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke F, More villain thou. — Well, push him out of 
doors ; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands : 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. lExetmt. 
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SCENE IL— The Forest. 

Enter Orlando^ with a paper. 

OrL Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love : 

And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 

Thy huntress' name, that my full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books. 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character ; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks. 

Shall see thy virtue witnessed every where. 
Run, run, Orlando; carve, on every tree. 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. [Exit. 

Enter Corin and Touchstone. 

Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life, master 
Touchstone i 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a 
good life ; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life, it 
is naught. In respect that it is solitary, I like it very 
well; but in respect that it is private, it is a very vile 
life. Now in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me 
well ; but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. 
As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour well ; 
but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much 
against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in thee, 
shepherd i 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one 
sickens, the wprse at ease he is; and that he that 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 
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good friends : — ^That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn : That good pasture makes fat sheep; 
and that a great cause of the nighty is lack of the sun : 
That he^ that hath learned no wit by nature nor art^ 
may complain of good breedings or comes of a very 
dull kindred. 

Touch, Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast 
ever in court, shepherd f 

Cor- No, truly. 

Touch, Then thou art damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, 1 hope, 

Touch, Truly, thou art damn'd ; like an ill-roasted 
egg, all on one side. 

Cor, For not being at court? Your reason. 

Touch, Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never 
saw'st good manners ; if thou never saw'st good man- 
ners, then thy manners must be wicked ; and wicked- 
ness is sin, and sin is damnation : Thou art in a parlous 
state, shepherd. 

Cor, Not a whit. Touchstone: those, that are good 
manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the country, 
as the behaviour of the country is most mockable at 
the court. You told me, you salute not at the court, 
but you kiss your hands ; that courtesy would be un- 
cleanly, if courtiers were shepherds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly ; come, instance. 

Cor, Why, we are still handling our ewes; and their 
fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch, Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat? 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the 
sweat of a man ? Shallow, shallow : A better instance, 
I say ; come. 
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Cor. Besides^ our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shai* 
Iow> again : A more sounder instance^ come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr*d over with the surgery 
of our sheep ; and would you have us kiss tar i ^The 
courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man ! Thou worms-meat^ in 
respect of a good piece of flesh : Indeed ! — Learn of 
the wise^ and perpend : Civet is of a baser birth than 
tar ; the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the in- 
stance^ shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I'll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damn'd ? God help thee^ shal- 
low man ! God make incision in thee ! thou art raw. 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer ; I earn that I eat^ get 
that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's happi- 
ness; glad of other men's good, content with my 
harm : and the greatest of my pride is^ to see my ewes 
graze, and my lambs suck. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you ; to bring 
the ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get 
your living by the copulation of cattle : to be bawd to 
a belUwether; and to betray a she-lamb of a twelve- 
month, to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of 
all reasonable match. If thou be'st not damn'd for 
this, the devil himself will have no shepherds ; I can- 
not see else how thou shouldst 'scape. 

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede^ my new 
mistress's brother. 
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Enter Rosalind, reading a paper. 

Ros. From the east to western Ind, 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
Her worth, being mounted on the wind^ 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
All the pictures^ fairest lin'd, 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept in mind, 
But the fair of Rosalind. 

Touch. rU rhime you 8o, eight years tojojether ; din- 
ners, and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted : It is 
the right butter-woman*s rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fool ! 

Touch. For a taste : 

If a hart do lack a hind, 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat will after kind, 

So, be sure, will Rosalind. 

Winter-garments must be lin^d, 

So must slender Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind: 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sowrest rind, 

Siu:h a nut is Rosalind. 

He that sweetest rose will find. 

Must find love's prick, and Rosalind. 
This is the very false gallop of verses ; Why do you 
infect yourself with them? 

jRo9. Peace, you dull fool ; I found them on a tree. 
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Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Has. ril graff it with you, and then I shall graff it 
with a medlar : then it will be the earliest fruit in the 
country : for you'll be rotten e'er you be half rip^, and 
that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no, let 
the forest judge. 

Enter Celia, rcaiing a paper. 

Ros. Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 
Cel. Why shouid this desert silent be 9 

For it is unpeopled? No ; 
Tongues Pll hang on every tree, 

That shall civil sayings show. 
Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 
That the strftcMng of a span 

Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 

'Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence* end, 
Will I Rosalinda write ; 

Teaching all, that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little show. 
Therefore heaven nature charged 

That one body should beJilCd 
With all graces wide enlarged: 

Nature presently distiltd 
Helenas cheek, but not her heart ; 
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Cleopatra^s majesty ; 
Atalanta^s better part ; 

Sad Lucretid's modesty* 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devised; 
Of mary faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches dearest prized. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have, 
And I do live and die her slave. 

Ros. O most gentle Jupiter ! — what tedious homily 
of love have you wearied your parishioners withal^ and 
never cry'd. Have patience^ good people ! 

Cel, How now ! back friends ; — Shepherd^ go off a 
little : — Go with him, sirrah. 

Touch. C!ome, shepherd, let's make an honourable 
retreat ; though not with bag and baggage, yet with 
scrip and scrippage. [Exeunt CoRiNanri Touchstone. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for 
some of them had in them more feet than the verses 
would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter ; the feet might bear the verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear 
themselves without the verse, and therefore stood lame- 
ly in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how 
thy name should be hang'd and carv'd upon these trees? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the won- 
der, before you came ; for look here what I found, on 
a palm-tree : I was never so be-rhymed since Pythago- 

VOL. XllI^ D 



54r AS YOU LIKE IT. ACT HI. 

ras' time^ that I was an Irish rat^ which I can hardlj 
remember. 

CeL Trow you, who hath done this i 

jRo5. Is it a man i 

CeL And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck : Change you colour i 

Mas. I pr'y the^ who ? 

CeL O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends to 
meet ; but mountains may be removed with earth- 
quakes, and so encounter. 

J2a5. Nay, but who is it i 

CeL Is it possible i 

Ro8. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
yehemence, tell me who it is. 

CeL O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out 
of all whooping ! 

Ros, Good my complexion ! dost thou think, though 
I am caparison'd like a man, I have a doublet and hose 
in my disposition ? One inch of delay more is a South- 
sea-off discovery. I pr'ythee, tell me, who is it ? quick- 
ly, and speak apace : I would thou couldst stammer, 
that thou might'st pour this concealed man out of thy 
mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bot- 
tle ; either too much at once, or none at all. I pr'ythee 
take the cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy 
tidings. 

CeL So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God's making ? What manner of man i 
Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard ? 

CeL Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Aot. Why, God will send more, if the man will be 
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thankful : let me stay the growth of bis beard^ if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Ctl. It is young Orlando ; that tripp'd up the wrest- 
ler's heels, and your hearty both in an instant. 

jRos. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak sad 
brow^ and true maid. 

CcL I'faith, coz, 'tis he. 

Ros. Orlando i 

CcL Orlando. 

Ros, Alas the day ! what shall I do with my doublet 
and hese ? — What did he, when thou saw'st him ? 
What said he ? How look*d he ? Wherein went he i 
What makes he here ? Did he ask for me? Where re- 
mains he ? How parted he with thee ? and when shalt 
thou see him again ? Answer me in one word. 

CcL You must borrow me Garagantua's mouth first : 
'tis a word too great for any mouth of this age's size : 
To say, ay, and no, to these particulars, is more than 
to answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest, and 
in man's apparel ? Looks he as freshly as he did the 
day he wrestled f 

Cel, It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve the 
propositions of a lover : — but take a taste of my find- 
ing him, and relish it with a good observance. I found 
him under a tree, like a dropp'd acorn. 

Roi. It may well be call'd Jove's tree^ when it drops 
forth such fruit. 

Cd, Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

CeL There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded 
knight. 
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Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well 
becomes the grouad. 

Cel. Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr^ythce ; it cur- 
vets very unseasonably. He was furnish'd like a hun- 
ter. 

JRos, O ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

CeL I would smg my song without a burden : thou 
bring'st me out of tune. 

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman i when I think 
I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

CeL You bring me out : — Soft ! comes he not here f 

Ros. Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

[Celia and Rosalind retire. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good faitb^ 
I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Or I. And so had 1 ; but yet, for fashion sake, I thank 
you too for your society. 

Jaq, God be with you ; let's meet as little as we can. 

OrL I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

OrL I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

Jaq, Rosalind is your love's name ? 

OrL Yes, just. 

Jaq I do not like her name. 

OrL There was no thought of pleasing you^ when 
she was christen'd. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 

OrL Just as high as my heart. 



SCENE II. AS YOU LIKE IT. 57 

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers : Have you not 
been acquainted with goldsmiths' wives^ and conn'd 
them out of rings i 

Orl. No so ; but I answer you right painted cloth^ 
irom whence you have studied your questions. 

Jaq, You have a nimble wit; I think it was made 
of Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me ? and 
we two will rail against our mistress the world, and all 
our misery. 

Orl. I will chide no breather in the world, but my- 
self; against whom I know most faults. 

Jaq, The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl. Tis a fault I will not change for your best vir- 
tue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drown'd in the brook ; look but in, and 
you shall see him. 

Jaq. There I shall see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. 

Jaq. rU tarry no longer with you : farewell, good 
signior love. 

Orl. I am glad of your departure ; adieu, good mon- 
sieur melancholy. 

[£nV Jaquks. — Celia and Rosalind come forward. 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, and 
under that habit play the knave with him. — Do you 
bear, forester i 

Orl. Very well ; What would you ? 

Ros. I pray you, what is't o' clock ? 

Orl. You should ask me, what time o'day ; there's 
no clock in the forest. 
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Ros, Then there is no true lover in the forest ; else 
sighing every minute^ and groaning every hour, would 
detect the lazy foot of time> as well as a clock. 

OrL And why not the swift foot of time i had not 
that been as proper i 

Ros. By no means, sir : Time travels in divers paces 
with divers persons : I'll tell you who time ambles 
withal, who time trots withal, who time gallops withal, 
and who he stands still withal. 

OrL I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal ? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be- 
tween the contract of her marriage, and the day it is 
solemnized : if the interim be but a se'nnight, time's 
pace is so hard, that it seems the length of seven years. 

OrL Who ambles time withal? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man 
that hath not the gout ; for the one sleeps easily, be- 
cause he cannot study ; and the other lives merrily, 
because he feels no pain: the one lacking the burden of 
lean and wasteful learning ; the other knowing no bur- 
den of heavy tedious penury : These time ambles 
withal. 

OrL Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows : for though he go 
as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon 
there. 

OrL Who stays it still withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

OrL Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 
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Ros. With this shepherdess^ my sister ; here in the 
skirts of this forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you native of this place i 

Ros. As the coney^ that you see dwell where she is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase in so removed a dwelling. 

JRos. I have been told so of many : but^ indeed^ an 
old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak> who 
was in his youth an in-land man ; one that knew court- 
ship too well, for there he fell in love. I have heard 
him read many lectures against it ; and I thank God, I 
am not a woman, to be touched with so many giddy 
offences as he hath generally tax'd their whole sex 
withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal cvils^ 
tliat he laid to the charge of women i 

Ros. There were none principal : they were all like 
one another, as half-pence are ; every one fault seem- 
ing monstrous, till his fellow fault came to match it. 

Orl. I pr'y thee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No ; I will not cast away my physick, but on 
those that are sick. There is a man haunts the forest, 
that abuses our young plants with carving Rosalind on 
their barks ; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies 
on brambles ; all, forsooth, deifying the name of Rosa- 
lind : if I could meet that fancy-monger, I would give 
him some good counsel, for he seems to have the quo- 
tidian of love upon him. 

Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked ; I pray you, tell 
me your remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you : 
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he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which 
cage of rushes^ I am sure^ you are not prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks i 

Ros. A lean cheek ; which you have not: a blue eye^ 
and sunken ; which you have not : an unquestionable 
spirit ; which you have not : a beard neglected ; which 
you have not : — but I pardon you for that; for^ simply^ 
your having in beard is a younger brother's revenue : 
Then your hose should be ungarter'd^ your bonnet un- 
handed^ your sleeve unbuttoned^ your shoe untied^ and 
every thing about you demonstrating a careless deso- 
lation. But you are no such man; you are rather 
point-device in your accoutrements ; as loving your- 
self^ than seeming the lover of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth^ [ would I could make thee believe 
I love. 

Ros, Me believe it f you may as soon make her that 
you love believe it ; which^ I warranty she is apter to 
do, than to confess she does : that is one of the points 
in the which women still give the lie to their con- 
sciences. But, in good sooth, are you he that hangs 
the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind is so ad- 
mired i 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak i 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness; and, I tell you, de- 
serves as well a dark house and a whip, as madmen do : 
and the reason why they are not so punished and cured. 
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18^ that the lunacy is so ordinary^ that the whippers are 
in love too : Yet I profess curing it by counsel. 

Orl, Did you ever cure any so i 

Ros, Yes^ one ; and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love^ his mistress ; and I set him every 
day to woo me : At which time would I, being but a 
moonish youths grieve^ be effeminate^ changeable^ 
longing, and liking; proud, fantastical, apish, shal- 
low, inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles ; for 
every passion something, and for no passion truly any 
thing, as boys and women are for the most part cattle 
of this colour : would now like him, now loath him ; 
then entertain him, then forswear him ; now weep for 
him, then spit at him ; that I drave mjr suitor from 
his mad humour of love, to a living humour of mad- 
ness; which was, to forswear the full stream of the 
worlds and to live in a nook merely monastick : And 
thus I cured him ; and this way will I take upon me 
to wash your liver as clean as a sound sheep's hearty 
that there shall npt be one spot of love in't. 

Orl. I would not be cured, youth. 

Rus. I would cure you, if you would but call me 
Rosalind, and come every day to my cote^ and woo me. 

Orl. Now^ by the faith of my love^ I will ; tell me 
where it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you : and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest you 
live : — ^Will you go ? 

OrL With all my heart, good youth. 

Rot. Nay, you n^ust call me Rosalind :— -Come, sis-' 
ter, will you go ? [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey ; Jaques at a dis- 

tance, observing them. 

Touch. Come apace^ good Audrey; I will fetch up 
your goats^ Audrey : And how^ Audrey ? am I the man 
yet i Doth my simple feature content you ? 

jiud. Your features ! Lord warrant us ! what features ? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats^ as the 
most capricious poet^ honest Ovid^ was among the 
Goths. 

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited ! worse than Jove 
in a thatch'd house ! lAside. 

Touch. When a man's verses cannot be understood^ 
nor a man's good wit seconded with the forward child^ 
understandings it strikes a man more dead than a great 
reckoning in a little room : — ^Truly, 1 would the gods 
had made thee poetical. 

Aud. I do not know what poetical is : Is it honest in 
deed and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry is the most 
feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and what 
they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, they do 
feign. 

jiud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made me 
poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly : for thou swear'st to me, thou 
art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honest I 
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Touch. No truly, unless thou wert hard-favour'd : 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a sauce 
to sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool ! {^Asidc, 

Aud, Well, I am not fair ; and therefore I pray the 
gods make me honest ! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul 
slut, were to put good meat in an unclean dish. 

Aud. I am not a slut, though 1 thank the gods I am 
foul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness ! 
sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may 
be, I will marry thee : and to that end, I have been 
with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next village ; 
who hath promised to meet me in this place of the fo- 
rest, and to couple us. 

Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. [Ande. 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful 
heart, stagger in this attempt ; for here we have no 
temple but the wood, no assembly but horn-beasts. 
But what though? Courage ! As horns are odious, they 
are necessary. It is said, — Many a man knows no end of 
his goods: right: many a man has good horns, and knows 
no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife ; 

'tis none of his own getting. Horns ? Even so : Poor 

men alone ? No, no ; the noblest deer hath them as 

huge as the rascal. Is the single man therefore bless- 
ed f No : as a walVd town is more worthier than a vil- 
lage, so is the forehead of a married man more honour- 
able than the bare brow of a batchelor : and by how 
much defence is better than no skill, by so much is a 
hora more precious than to want. 
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EfUer Sir Oliver Mar-text. 

Here comes sir Oliver : — Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are 
well met : Will you despatch us here under this tree, 
or shall we go with you to your chapel ? 

Sir on. Is there none here to give the woman ? 

Touch. I will not take her on gifl of any man. 

Sir OH. Truly, she must be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. 

Jaq. [Discovering himself.'] Proceed, proceed; 111 
give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master What yt calTt : How 
do you, sir ? You are very well met : God'ild you for 
your last company : ,1 am very glad to see you : — Even 
a toy in hand here, sir : — Nay, pray be cover'd. 

Jaq. Will you be married, motley ? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse his 
curb, and the faulcon her bells, so man hath his de- 
sires ; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be nib- 
bling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar i Get you to 
church, and have a good priest that can tell you what 
marriage is : this fellow will but join you together as 
they join wainscoat ; then one of you will prove a 
shrunk pannel, and, like green timber, warp, warp. 

Touch. I am not in the mind but I were better to be 
married of him than of another : for he is not like to 
marry me well ; and not being well married, it will be 
a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my wife. 

lAside* 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 
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Touch, Come> sweet Audrey ; 
We must be married^ or we must live in bawdrjr. 
Farewell^ good master Oliver ! 

Not — O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behi' thee ; 
But — Wind away. 
Begone, I say, 
I will not to wedding wi' thee. 
{^Exeunt Jaques, Touchstone, and Audrey. 
Sir OIL Tis no matter; ne'er a fantastical knave of 
them all shall flout me out of my calling. [£jrtY. 



SCENE n.—Uu same. Before a Cottage. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ro$. Never talk to me, I will weep. 

CeL Do, I pr'y thee ; but yet have the grace to con- 
sider, tbat tears do not become a man. 

Ros But have I not cause to weep? 

CeL As good cause as one would desire; therefore 
weep* 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas's : marry, his 
kisses are Judas's own children. 

Ros. I'faith, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colour: your chesnut was ever the 
only colour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the touch 
of holy bread. 
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Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana : a 
nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously ; 
the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this mor- 
nings and comes not ? 

CeL Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

CeL Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse, nor ahorse* 
stealer ; but for his verity in love, 1 do think him as 
concave as a cover'd goblet, or a worm-eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I think he is not in. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he was. 

CeL Was is not is : besides, the oath of a lover is no 
stronger than the word of a tapster ; they are both the 
confirmers of false reckonings : He attends here in the 
forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much ques- 
tion with him : He asked me, of what parentage I was ; 
I told him, of as good as he; so he laugh'd, and let me 
go. But what talk we of fathers, when there is such 
a man as Orlando ? 

CeL O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks 
them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of his 
lover ; as a puny tilter, that spurs his horse but on 
one side, breaks his staff like a noble goose : but all's 
brave, that youth mounts, and folly guides : — Who 
comes here i 

Enter Corin. 
Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft enquired 
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After the shepherd^ that complain'd of love ; 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf. 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess^ 
That was his mistress. 

CeL Well, and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play'd. 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain. 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you. 
If you will mark it. 

Ros. O come, let us remove ; 
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love : — 
Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say 
I'll prove a busy actor in their play. lExeunt. 



SCENE v.— Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

iSiY. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not, Phebe : 
Say, that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bitterness : The common executioner. 
Whose heart the accustomed sight of death makes hard. 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck. 
But first begs pardon : Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops i 

JEji/er Rosalind, Celia, and Conw, ata-dUtance. 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner ; 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'st me, there is murder in mine eye : 
Tis pretty, sure, and very probable. 
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That eyes, — that are the frail'st and softest things. 

Who shut their coward gates on atomies, — 

Should be cali'd tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee ; 

Now counterfeit to swoon : why now fall down ; 

Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame. 

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee : 

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 

Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush. 

The cicatrice and capable impressure 

Thy palm some moment keeps : but now mine eyes. 

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 

Nor, [ am sure, there is no force in eyes 

That can do hurt. 

Sil. O dear Phebe, 
If ever, (as that ever may be near,) 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy. 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Phe. But, till that time. 
Come not thou near me : and, when that time comes. 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 
As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, I pray you i ^Advancing.'] Who might 
be your mother. 
That you insult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched? What though you have more 

beauty, 
(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 
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Must you be therefore proud and pitiless i 
Why, what means this ? Why do you look on ine? 
I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature's sale-work : — Od's my little life ! 
I think, she means to tangle my eyes too : — 
No, 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it; 
Tis not your inky brows, your black-silk hair. 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your che«k of cream. 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. — 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain f 
You are a thousand times a properer man. 
Than she a woman : 'Tis such fools as you, 
TThat make the world full of ill-favour'd children : 
Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her ; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper. 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. — 
But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees. 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love : 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 
Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets : 
Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 
So, take her to thee, shepherd; — fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Ros. He's fallen in love with her foulness, and she'll 
fall in love with my anger : If it be so, as fast as she 
answers thee with frowning looks, I'll sauce her with 
bitter words. — Why look you so upon me? 

Phe. For no ill will I bear you. 

Ros, I pray you, do not fall in love with me, 

VOL. XIII. E 
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For I am falser than vows made in wine : 

Besides, I like you not : If you will know my house^ 

Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by : — 

Will you go, sister ? — Shepherd, ply her hard : — 

Come, sister. — Shepherdess, look on him better. 

And be not proud : though all the world could see^ 

None could be so abus'd in sight as he* 

Come, to our flock. <• 

\^Ex€unt Rosalind, Celia, and Corin. 

Phe. Dear shepherd! now 1 find thy saw of might; 
Who ever lov'dy that lov'd not atjirst sight ? 

Sit. Sweet J^hebe, — 

Phe, Ha ! what say'st thou, Silvius ? 

Sil, Sweet Plicbe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Si/. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be; 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both cxtermin'd. 

Phe. Tliou hast my love; Is not that neighbourly f 

SiL I would have you. 

Phe, Why, that were covetousness. 
Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not, that 1 bear thee love : 
But since that thou canst talk of love so well. 
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 
I will endure ; and I'll employ thee too : 
But do not look for further recompense. 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employ'd. 

Sil. So holy, and so perfect is my love. 
And I in such a poverty of grace. 
That I shall think it a most plenteous crop. 
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To glean the broken ears after the man 

That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 

A scattered smile, and that I'll live upon. 

Phe. Know'st thou the youth, that spoke to me ere 
while? 

SiL Not very well, but I have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds. 
That the old carlot once was master of. 

Phe. Think not I love him, though 1 ask for him ; 
Tis but a peevish boy : — yet he talks well : — 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well. 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth : — not very pretty : — 
But, sure, he's proud ; and yet his pride becomes him : 
He*ll make a proper man : The best thing in him 
Is his complexion ; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not tall ; yet for his years he's tall : 
His leg is but so so ; and yet 'tis well : 
There was a pretty redness in his lip; 
A little riper and more lusty red 

Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him : 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
And, now I am remember'd, scorn'd at me : 
I marvel^ why 1 answer'd not again : 
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But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance. 
I'll write to him a very taunting letter^ 
And thou shalt bear it ; Wilt thou^ Silvius i 

Sil, Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. I'll write it straight; 
The matter's in my head, and in my heart: 
I will be bitter with him^ and passing short : 
Go with me^ Silvius. [Exeuni* 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE h—The same. 

Enter Rosalind^ Ceua^ and jAguss. 

Jaq. I pr'ythee, pretty youths let me be better ac- 
qaaiated with tbee. 

Rob. They say^ you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so ; 1 do love it better than laughing. 

Rob. Those, that are in extremity of either, are abo- 
minable fellows ; and betray themselves to every mo- 
dem censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ro$. Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy, which 
is emulation ; nor the musician's, which is fantastical; 
nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor the soldier's, 
which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which is politick ; 
nor the lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, which is 
all these : but it is a melancholy of mine own, com- 
pounded of many simples, extracted from many ob- 
jects : and, indeed, the sundry contemplation of my 
travels, in which my often rumination wraps me, is a 
most humorous sadness. 

Ros. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great rea- 
son to be sad : I fear, you have sold your own lands, to 
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see other men's; then^ to have seen much^ and to have 
nothings is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 
Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Ro$. And your experience makes you sad: I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry, than experience 
to make me sad ; and to travel for it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 

Jaq Nay then, God be wi' you, an you talk in blank 
verse. [Exit. 

Ro8. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, you lisp, 
and wear strange suits; disable all the benefits of your 
own country ; be out of love with your nativity, and al- 
most chide God for making you that countenance you 
are ; or I will scarce think you have swam in a gondo- 
la. — Why, how now, Orlando ! where have you been 
all this while ? You a lover ? — An you serve me such 
another trick, never come in my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my 
promise. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love ? He that will 
divide a minute into a thousand parts, and break but a. 
part of the thousandth part of a minute in the affairs of 
love, it may be said of him, that Cupid hath clap'd him 
o'the shoulder, but I warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my 
sight; I had as lief be woo'd of a snail. 

Orl. Of a snail? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, he 
carries his house on his head ; a better jointure, I think. 
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than you can make a woman : Besides^ he brings his 
destiny with him. 

Orl. What's that ? 

Ros. Why, horns ; which such as you are fain to be 
beholden to your wives for : but he comes armed in his 
fortune, and prevents the slander of his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind is 
virtuous. 

Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel, It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better leer than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in a 
holiday humour, and like enough to consent : — What 
would you say to me now, an I were your very very 
Rosalind f 

Orl. I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take 
occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when they are 
out, they will spit ; and for lovers, lacking (God warn 
us !) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

Orl. How if the kiss be denied f 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? * 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your mistress; 
or I should think my honesty ranker than my wit. 

Orl. What, of mj' suit? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your 
suit. Am not I your Rosalind? 
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Orl. I take some joy to say you are^ because I would 
be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say — T will not have you. 
Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 
Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is 
almost six thousand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own person, videlicet, in a 
love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed out with a 
Grecian club; yet he did what he could to die before ; 
and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he 
would have lived many a fair year, though Hero had 
turned nun, if it had not been for a hot midsummer- 
night : for, good youth, he went but forth to wash him 
in the Hellespont, and, being taken with the cramp, 
was drowned ; and the foolish chroniclers of that age 
found it was — Hero of Sestos. But these are all lies ; 
men have died from time to time, and worms have eaten 
them, but not for love. 

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind ; for, 1 protest, her frown might kill me. 

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly : But come, 
now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on dis- 
position; and ask me what you will, I will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, and 
all. 

OrL And wilt thou haue me i 

Ro8. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say'st thou i 

Ro$. Are you not good ^ 

OrL I hope so. 
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Ro$. Why then^ can one desire too much of a good 
thing ? — Come^ sister, you shall be the priest^ and marry 
us. — Give me your hand^ Orlando : — What do you say, 
sister P 

OrL Pray thee, marry us. 

CcL I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, fVillycni, Orlando, — 

CeL Go to : Will you, Orlando, have to wife 

this Rosalind ? 

Orl. I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when i 

OrL Why now ; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then you must say, — / take thee, Rosalind, for 
wife. 

OrL I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; but, — I 
do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : There a girl 
goes before the priest; and, certainly, a woman's thought 
runs before her actions. . 

Orl. So do all thoughts ; they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have her, af- 
ter you have possessed her. 

OrL For ever, and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever: No, no, Orlando; 
men are April when they woo, December when they 
wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the sky 
changes when they are wives. I will be more jealous of 
thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen; more 
clamorous than a parrot against rain; more new-fang- 
led than an ape ; more giddy in my desires than a mon- 
key: I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the foun^ 
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tain^ and I will do that when you are disposed to be 
merry : I will laugh like a hyen^ and that when thoa 
art inclined to sleep. 

OrL But will my Rosalind do so ? 

jRos. By my life^ she will do as I do. 

OrL O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do this: 
the wiser^ the waywarder: Make the doors upon a wo- 
man's wit^ and it will out at the casement; shut that^ 
and 'twill out at the key-hole; stop that, 'twill fly with 
the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl, A man that had a wife with such a wit, he might 
say, — Wit, whither wilt 9 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 

OrL And what wit could wit have, to excuse that ? 

Ros. Marry, to say, — she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless 
you take her without her tongue. O, that woman that 
cannot make her fault her husband's occasion, let her 
never nurse her child herself, for she will breed it like 
a fool. 

OrL For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

OrL I must attend the duke at dinner; by two 
o'clock I will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; — I knew 
what you would prove ; my friends told me as much, 
and I thought no less : — that flattering tongue of yours 
won me: — 'tis but one cast away, and so, — come^ 
death. — ^Two o'clock is your hour ? 

OrL Ay, sweet Rosalind. 
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£05. By my troths and in good earnest^ and so God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dan-^ 
gerous, if you break one jot of your promise, or come 
one minute behind your hour, I will think you the 
most pathetical break-promise, and the most hoi- 
low lover, and the most unworthy of her you call Ro- 
salind, that may be chosen out of the gross band of the 
unfaithful: therefore beware my censure, and keep 
your promise. 

OrL With no less religion^ than if thou wert indeed 
my Rosalind : So, adieu. 

Ras. Well, time is the old justice that examines all 
such offenders, and let time try : Adieu ! 

lExit OULANDO. 

Ccl, You have simply misus'd our sex in your love- 
prate: we must have your doublet and hose plucked 
over your head, and show the world what the bird hath 
done to her own nest. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou 
didst know how many fathom deep I am in love ! But 
it cannot be sounded ; my affection hath an unknown 
bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

Ccl. Or rather, bottomless ; that as fast as you pour 
affection in, it runs out. 

Ras. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, that 
was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and bom 
of madness; that blind rascally boy, that abuses every 
one's eyes, because his own are out, let him be judge, 
how deep I am in love : I'll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot 
be out of the sight of Orlando : I'll go find a shadow^ 
and sigh till he come. 

Cel. And I'll sleep. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE ll.—Jmaiher pari of the Forai. 

Enter J aqubs amd LordM, in tie habit of Foresters. 

Jaq* Which is he that killed the deer i 

1 Lord. Sitf it was I. 

Jaq. Let's presient him to the duke^ like a Roman 
conqueror ; and it would do well to set the deer's horns 
upon his head, for a branch of victory : — Have you no 
song, forester, for this purpose ? 

d Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, so it 
make noise enough. 

SONG. 

1. What shatt he haee, that ktlPd the deer f 
fi. His leather skin, atid horns to wear. 

1. I^n sing him home : 
Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn; '\ The rest shall 
It was a crest ere thou wast bom. > hear this bar- 

1. Th/father^s father wore it: 3 ^«"- 
£. And thf father bore it : 
All. I%e horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IlL^The Forest. 

Enter Rosalind and Cblia. 

jtos. How say you now ? Is it not past two o'clock ? 
and here much Orlando ! 
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CcL I warrant you^ with pure love^ and troubled 
brain, he has ta'en his bow and arrows^ and is gone 
-forth — to sleep : Look^ who comes here. 

Enter Silvius. 

SiL My errand is to you^ fair youth ; — 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: 

[Giving a ktter. 
I know not the contents ; but^ as I guess^ 
By the stern brow> and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it^ 
It bears an angry tenour : pardon me^ 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter. 
And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all: 
She says, I am not fair ; that 1 lack manners ; 
She calls me proud ; and, that she could not love me 
Were men as rare as Phoenix ; Od's my will ! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt : 
Why writes she so to me ? — Well, shepherd, well. 
This is a letter of your own device. 

SiL No, I protest, I know not the contents ; 
Phebe did write it. 

Ros. Come, come, you are a fool. 
And tum'd into the extremity of love. 
A saw her hand : she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour'd hand ; I verily did thmk 
That her old gloves were on, but Hwas her hands ; 
She has a huswife's hand : but that's no matter : 
I say, she never did invent this letter ; 
This is a man's invention, and his hand. 

SiL Sure, it is hers. 
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Ros, Why, His a boisterous and cruel style, 
A style for challengers ; why, she defies me. 
Like Turk to Christian : woman's gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention. 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance: — Will you hear the letter? 

Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 

Ros. She Phebes me : Mai'k how the tyrant writes. 

jirt thou god to shepherd turn*dy [Reads. 

That a maiden^s heart hath burrCd ? — 

Can a woman rail thus ? 
Sil, Call you this railing ? 

Ros. Why, thy godhtad laid apart, 

Warr'st thou with a womarCs heart ? 

Did you ever hear such railing i — 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me. 
That could do no vengeance to me. — 

Meaning me a beast. — • 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such hoe in mine. 
Alack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 
How then might your prayers move ? 
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He, that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this love in me : 
And by 1dm seal itp thy mind ; 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 
Or else by him my love deny. 
And then Fll study how to die. 

SiL Call you this chiding ? 

CeL Alas^ poor shepherd ! 

Ros. Do you pity him f no, he deserves no pity. — 
Wilt thou love such a woman ? — What, to make thee 
an instrument, and play false strains upon thee ! not to 
be endured ! — Well, go your way to her, (for I see, 
love hath made thee a tame snake,) and say this to 
her ; — ^That if she love me, I charge her to love thee : if 
she will not, I will never have her, unless thou entreat 
for her. — If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word ; 
for here comes more company. lExit Silvius. 

Enter Oliveb. 

Oli. Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you know 
Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc'd about with olive-trees ? 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour bot- 
tom. 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream. 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself. 
There's none within. 

0/t. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
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Then I should know you by description; 

Such garments^ and such years : The boy is fair. 

Of femak favour, and bestows lumsclf 

Like a ripe sister : but the woman low. 

And browner than her brother. Are not you 

The owner of the bouse I did inquire for i 

CeL It is no boast^ being ask'd> to say^ we are. 

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to that youths he calls his Rosalind^ 
He sends this bloody napkin ; Are you he ? 

Ros. I am : What must we understand by this i 

OH. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
What man I am^ and how^ and why^ and where 
This handkerchief was stain'd. 

CeL I pray you, tell it. 

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from you^ 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest. 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside. 
And, mark, what object did present itself ! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age« 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair. 
Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself. 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approached 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando,'it unlink'd itself. 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush's shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 
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Lay couching^ head on ground, with catlike watch^ 

When that the sleeping mkn should stir; for 'tis 

The royal disposition of that beast. 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 

This seen, Orlando did approach the man. 

And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

CeL O, I have heard him speak of that same bro- 
ther ; 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv'd 'mongst men. 

OU. And well he might so do. 
For well 1 know he was unnatural. 

Ro8. But, to Orlando ; — Did he leave him there. 
Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness i 

OK. Twice did he turn his back, and purposed so: 
But kindnes3> nobler ever than revenge. 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give battle to the lioness. 
Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awak'd. 

CeL Are you his brother ? 

Ros. Was it you he rescu'd ? 

CtL Was't you, that did so oft contrive to kill him f 

Oli. 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

JRoM. But, for the bloody napkin ? — 

OIL By and by. 
When from the first to last, betwixt us two. 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd. 
As, how I came into that desert place ;• 

VOL. XIII. F 
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In brief^ he led me to the gentle duke^ 

Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment. 

Committing me unto my brother's love ; 

Who led me instantly into his cave. 

There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm 

The lioness had torn some flesh awby. 

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted. 

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, I recover'd him ; bound up his wound; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart. 

He sent me hither, stranger as I am. 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 

His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 

Dy'd in this blood, unto the shepherd youth. 

That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede ? sweet Ganymede ? 

[Ro s A LI N Dyatnls. 

O/i. Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel. There is more in it : — Cousin — Ganymede ! 

Oli, Look, he recovers. 

Ros, I would, I were at home. 

Ccl. We'll lead you thither :— 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth : — You a man ? — 
You lack a man's heart. 

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited : I pray you, tell your 
brother how well I counterfeited. — Heigh ho! — 

Oli. This was not counterfeit ; there is too great tes- 
timony in your complexion, that it was a passion of 
earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 
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Oli. Well then^ take a good hearty and counterfeit 
to be a man. 

Ros. So I do : but^ iYaith I sbould have been a wo- 
man by right. 

CeL Come^ you look paler and paler; pray you^ 
draw homewards:,— Good sir^ go with us. 

Oli. That will I, for i must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother^ Rosalind. 

£05. I shall devise something: But^ I pray you^ 
commend my counterfeiting to him : — ^Will you go ? 

lExcunt. 
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EmUr ToccHfTo^c mmd ArPBcr. 

W^ fthftii hod a time, Aadrer; 
gentk Aodrey. 

^W. 'Faith, the priest w good ciKMighy for all the 
old $renlkiDaa\ lanoz. 

ToifKk A moftt wicked §ir (XiTer, Aodrer, a most 
Til^ Mar-texU Bot, Aadrej, there is a jooth here in 
titi: lore»t laTi claim to too. 

>#ik/. Av, I know who 'tis ; he hath no interest in me 
in the worid : here comes the man Ton meui. 

Emier William. 

Toisch. It is meat and drink to me to see a down : 
By my troth, we, that have good wits, have mnch to 
answer for ; we shall be flootiDg ; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good even, Aadrey. 

Jud. God ye good ereo, William. 

HW» And good even to yoa, sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend : Cover thy head, 
cover thy head; nay, pr'ythee, be covered. How old 
are yon, friend i 

Will. Five and twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name, William i 
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Will. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name : Wast born i'tbe forest here i 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

Touch. Thank God; — a good answer: Art rich? 

Will. 'Faith, sir, so, so. 

Totuih. So, so, is good, very good, very excellent 
good: — and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou 
wise i 

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou say'st well. I do now remember 
a saying ; The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man 
knows himself to be a fool. The heathen philosopher, 
when he had a desire to eat a grape, would open his 
lips when he put it iuto his mouth ; meaning thereby, 
that grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. You 
do love this maid f 

Will. I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand : Art thou learned ? 

Will. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me ; To have, is to have : 
For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, being poured 
out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty 
the other : For all your writers do consent, that ipse is 
he ; now you are not ipse, for I am he. 

Will. Which he, sir? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman : There- 
fore, you clown, abandon, — which is in the vulgar, 
leave, — the society, — which in the boorish is, com- 
pany, — of this female, — which in the common is,— 
woman, which together is, abandon the society of this 
female; or, clown, thou perishest; or, to thy better 
understanding, diest; to wit, I kill thee, make thee 
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away, translate thy life into death, thy liberty into 
bondage : I will deal in poison with thee, or in basti- 
nado, or in steel; I will bandy with thee in faction ; I 
will o'er-run thee with policy ; I will kill thee a hun- 
dred and fifty ways ; therefore tremble, and depart. 

Aud. Do, good WiHiam. 

Will. God rest you merry, sir. [JBort^. 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; come, away, 
away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ; — I attend, I at- 
tend. {Exeunt. 



SCENE \l.—Tlu same. 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orl. Is't possible, that on so little acquaintance you 
should like her i that, but seeing, you should love her i 
and, loving, woo ? and, wooing, she should grant? and 
will you pers^ver to enjoy her i 

Oli. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, the 
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 
wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but say with me, 
I love Aliena ; say with her, that she loves me ; con- 
sent with both, that we may enjoy each other : it shall 
be to your good ; for my father's house, and all the re- 
venue that was old sir Rowland's, will I estate upon 
^ou, and here live and die a shepherd. 
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Enter Rosalind. 

Orl. You have my consent. Let yo^r wedding be 
to-morrow : thither will I invite the duke^ and all his 
contented followers : Go you^ and prepare Aliena ; for^ 
look you^ here comes my Rosalind. 

Jtos. God save you^ brother. 

0/t. And you^ fair sister. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see 
thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Orl. It is my arm. 

iZos. I thought, thy heart had been wounded with 
the claws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

JJos. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited 
to swoon, when he showed me your handkerchief? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. ^ 

Ro$. O, I know where you are : — Nay, 'tis true : 
there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight of 
two rams, and Cssar's thrasonical brag of — 1 came, 
saw, and overcame : For your brother and my sister no 
sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner looked, but 
they loved; no sooner loved, but they sighed; no 
sooner sighed, but they asked one another the reason ; 
no sooner knew the reason, but they sought the reme- 
dy: and in these degrees have they made a pair of 
stairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, 
or else be incontinent before marriage : they are in the 
very wrath of love, and they will together ; clubs can- 
not part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
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thing it is to look into happiness through another 
man's eyes! By so* much the more shall 1 to-morrow 
be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how much I 
shall think my brother happy, in having what he wishes 
for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn 
for Rosalind ? 

OrL I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle talk- 
ing. Know of me then, (for now I speak to some pur- 
pose,) that I know you are a gentleman of good con- 
ceit : I speak not this, that you should bear a good 
opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, [ say, I know you 
are ; neither do 1 labour for a greater esteem than may 
in some little measure draw a belief from you, to do 
yourself good, and not to grace me. Believe then, if 
you please, that I can do strange things : I have, since 
I was three years old, conversed with a magician, most 
profound in this art, and yet not damnable. If you 
do love Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries 
it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you 
marry her : I know into what straits of fortune she is 
driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not 
inconvenient to you, to set her before your eyes to- 
morrow, human as she is, and without any danger. 

OrL Speakest thou in sober meanings i 

Ros. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, 
though I say 1 am a magician : Therefore, put you in 
your best array, bid your friends; for if you will be 
married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, if you 
wiU. 
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Enter Silvius, and Phbbe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine^ and a lover of hers. 

Phe. Youth, you have dooe me much uogentleness^ 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

JRos. I care not, if I have ; it is my study^ 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You ure there follow'd by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to 
love. 

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

OrL And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

SiL It is to be all made of faith and service ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

OrL And J for Rosalind. 

Ro8. And I for no woman. 

SiL It is to be all made of fantasy. 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes ; 
All adoration, duty and observance. 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience. 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

OrL And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love you f 

[To Rosalind. 
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SiL If this be so, why blame you me to love you f 

ITo Phbbb. 
OrL If this be so, why blame you me to love you i 
Ro8, Who do you speak to, w^ blame you me to love 

you? 
OrL To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. 
Ros. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howl- 
ing of Irish wolves against the moon. — I will help you, 
[To SiLvius] if I can : — I would love you, [lb Phebb] 
if I could. — ^To-morrow meet me all together. — I will 
marry you, [7b Phebe] if ever I marry woman, and 
PU be married to-morrow: — I will satisfy you, [To 
Orlando] if ever I satisfied man, and you shall be 
married to-morrow : — I will content you, [To Silvius] 
if what pleases you contents you, and you shall be 
married to-morrow. — As you, [To Orlando] love Ro- 
salind, meet; — as you, [To Silvius] love Phebe, meet ; 
And as I love no woman, FU meet«< — So, fare you well ; 
I have left you commands. 
Sil. ril not fail, if I live. 
Phe. Nor I. 
Orl. Nor I. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey, to- 
morrow will we be married. 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart : and I hope 
it is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of 
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the world. Here comes two of the banished duke's 
pages. 

Enter two Pages. 

1 Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troths well met : Come, sit, sit, and a 
song. 

2 Page. We are for you : sit i'the middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawk- 
ing, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse ; which are 
the only prologues to a bad voice i 

£ Page, rfaith, Tfaith ; and both in a tune, like two 
gypsies on a horse. 

SONG. 

I. 

It was a lover, and his lass, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o'er the green corn-Jidd did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty rank time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

II. 

Between the acres of the rye. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
These pretty countryfolks would lie. 

In spring time, S^c. 
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Ill, 

This carol they began that hour, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

How that a life was but a flower 
In spring time, S^c. 

IV. 

jfnd therefore take the present time, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino ; 

For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring time, S^c. 

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there was 
no greater matter in the ditty, yet the note was very 
untuneable. 

1 Page. You are deceived, sir; we kept time, we 
lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time lost to 
hear such a foolish song God be with you ; and God 
mend your voices ! Come, Audrey. \^Exeunt. 



SCENE IV .—Another part of the Forest. 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando^ 

Oliver, and Celia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised i 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not ; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 
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Enter Rosalind^ SiLyius> and Puebe. 

Rot. Patience once more^ whiles our compel is 

urg'd : 

Yop say^ if I bring in your Rosalind^ 

[To the Duke. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 

Duke S. That would I^ had 1 kingdoms to give with 

her. 
Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I bring 
her ? [To Orlando. 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Ros. You say, you'll marry me, if 1 be willing i 

[To Phebe. 
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me. 
You'll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd i 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
Ros. You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she will ? 

[To SlLYlUS. 

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 

Ros. I have promis'd to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter;— 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me ; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd : — 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her. 
If she refuse me : — and from hence I go. 
To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt RosAhiVJy and Celia. 
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Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 

OrL My lord, the first time, that I ever saw him^ 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born ; 
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uricle. 
Whom he reports to be a great magician^ 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Jaq, There is, sure, another flood toward, and these 
couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes a pair of 
very strange beasts, which in all tongues are called 
fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome ; This is the 
motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often met in 
the forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me to my 
purgation. I have trod a measure; I have flattered a 
lady; I have been politick with my friend, smooth with 
mine enemy ; I have undone three tailors ; I have had 
four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up i 

Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was 
upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause i — Good my lord^ like this 
fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. God'ild you, sir ; I desire you of the like. I 
press in here^ sir^ amongst the rest of the country co- 
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pulatives^ to swear, and to forswear ; according as mar- 
riage binds, and blood breaks: — A poor virgin, sir, an 
ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor humour 
of mine, sir, to take that, that no man else will : Rich 
honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor-house; as 
your pearl, in your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and senten- 
tious. 

Touch. According to the fool's bolt, sir, and such 
dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause : how did you find 
the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed ; — Bear your 
body more seeming, Audrey : — as thus, sir. i did dis- 
like the cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he sent me 
word, if I said his beard was not cut well, he was in the 
mind it was : This is called the Retort courteous. If I 
sent him word again, it was not well cut, he would send 
me word, he cut it to please himself: This is called the 
Qu^ modest. If again, it was not well cut, he disabled 
my judgment: This is call'd the Reply churlish. If 
again, it was not well cut, he would answer, i spake not 
true: This is call'd the Reproof valiant. If again, it 
was not well cut, he would say, I lie : This is called the 
Countercheck quarrelsome : and so to the Lie circumstan^ 
tial, and the Lie direct. 

Jaq. And how oft did you say^ his beard was not 
well cut f 

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie circumstan^ 
tial, nor he durst not give me the Lie direct; and so we 
measured swords, and parted. 
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Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of 
the lie? 

Touch. O sir^ we quarrel in prints by the book ; as 
you have books for good manners : I will name you the 
degrees. The firsts the Retort courteous; the second^ 
the Quip modest ; the thirds the Reply churlish ; the 
fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, the Countercheck 
quarrelsome; the sixth, the Lie with circumstance; the 
seventh, the Lie direct. All these you may avoid, but 
the lie direct; and you may avoid that too, with an If. 
I knew when seven justices could not take up a quarrel; 
but when the parties were met themselves, one of them 
thought but of an If, as. If you said so, tJun I said so; 
and they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your If 
'^ is the only peace-maker : much virtue in If. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's as good 
at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and 
under the presentation of that, he shoots his wit. 

I^er Hymen, leading Rosalind in woman's clotha; 

and Celia. 

Still Musick. 

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven, 
When earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good duke, receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yea, brought her hither; 
That thou mighfstjoin her hand with his, 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 
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Ra$. To you I give myself^ for I am yours. 

[To Duke S. 
To you I give myself, for I am yours. [7b Orlando. 
Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are my daugh- 
ter. 
Orl, If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind. 
Phe. If sight and shape be true. 
Why then, — my love adieu ! 

Ro$. Ill have no father, if you be not he : — 

{To Duke S. 
ni have no husband, if you be not he : — 

[To Orlando. 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she. 

[To Phebe. 
Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion : 
Tis I must make conclusion 

Of these most strange events : 
Here's eight that must take hands. 
To join in Hymen's bands. 
If truth holds true contents. 
You and you no cross shall part: 

[To Orlando iiyii/ Rosalind. 
You and you are heart in heart: 

[To Oliver and Cblia. 
You [To Phebe] to his love must accord. 
Or have a woman to your lord: — 
You and you. are sure together, 

[To Touchstone and Audbby. 
As the winter to foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing. 
Feed yourselves with questioning; 

vol. Xlll. • 



102 AS YOU LIKE IT. ACT V. 

That reason wonder may diminish^ 

How thus we met^ and these things finish. 

SONG. 

JVedding is great Juno's crown; * 

O blessed bond of board and bed! 
*Tis Hymen peoples every town; 

High wedlock then be honoured: 
Honour, high honour, and renown, 
To Hymen, god of every toz»ti ! 

Duke S. O my dear niece^ welcome thou art to me ; 
Even daughter^ welcome in no less degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

\To SlLVlUS. 

Enter J AQVES de Bois. 

Jaq* de B. Let me have audience for a word, or two; 
I am the second son of old sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly : — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest. 
Addressed a mighty power ; which were on foot. 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword : 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man. 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprizc, and from the world : 
His crown bequeathing to his banish'd brother, 
And all their lands restor'd to them again 
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That were with him exil'd : This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man ; 
Thou oflfer'st fairly to thy brother's wedding : 
To one, his lands withheld ; and to the other, 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends. 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy number. 
That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with us. 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune. 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-falFn dignity. 
And fall into our rustick revelry :-^ 
Play, musick ; — and you brides and bridegrooms all. 
With measure heaped in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience ; If I heard you rightly. 
The duke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court i 
Jaq de B. He hath. 

Jag. To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learned. — 
You to your former honour I bequeath ; 

ITo Duke S. 
Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it : — 
You [To Orlando] to a love, that your true faith doth 

merit : — 
You [To Oliver] to your land, and love, and great al- 
lies : — 
You [To SiLvius] to a long and well deserved bed ; — 
And you [To Touchstone] to wrangling; for thy lov- 
ing voyage 
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Is but for two months victualed :— So to your pleasures; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S. Stay^ Jaques^ stay. 

Jaq. To see no pastime^ I : — ^what you would have 
I'll stay to know at your abandon'd cave* [Exit. 

Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these rites^ 
And we do trust they'll end^ in true delights. 

lA Datue. 



EPILOGUE. 

jRos. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue: 
but it is no more unhandsome, than to see the lord the 
prologue. If it be true, that good wine needs no bush, 
'tis true, that a good play needs no epilogue : Yet to 
good wine they do use good bushes ; and good plays 
prove the better by the help of good epilogues. What 
a case am I in then, that am neither a good epilogue, 
nor cannot insinuate with you in the behalf of a good 
play i I am not furnished like a beggar, therefore to 
beg will not become me : my way is, to conjure you; 
and I'll begin with the women. I charge you, O wo- 
men, for the love you bear to men, to like as much of 
this play as please them : and so I charge you, O meuj 
for the love you bear to women, (as I perceive by your 
simpering, none of you hate them,) that between you 
and the women, the play may please. If I were a wo- 
man, I would kiss as many of you as had beards that 
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pleased me, complexions that liked me, and breaths that 
I defied not : and^ I am sure^ as many as have good 
beards^ or good faces^ or sweet breaths^ will^ for my 
kind offer^ when I make my curt'sy^ bid me farewell. 
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MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 



ACT I. 
SCENE I.-~mndsor. Before Page's House. 

Enter JustUe Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh 
Evans, 

Shai. Sir Hugh, perHuadc mc not; I will make a 
Star-chamber matter of it : if he were twenty sir John 
Falslaffs, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, esquire. 
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Skn. In the county of Gloster^ justice of peace^ and 
coram. 

SkaL Aj, cousin Slender^ and Cust-ahrum. 

Skn. Ay, and ratolorum too ; and a gentleman bom, 
master parson ; who writes himself armigero ; in any 
bill> warranty quittance^ or obligation, atm^ero. 

Shal. Ay, that we do ; and have done any time these 
three hundred years. 

Sim. All his successors, gone before him, have don't; 
and all his ancestors, that come after him, may : they 
may give the dozen white luces in their coat. 

ShaL It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old coat 
well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a familiar beast to 
man, and signifies— love. 

ShaL The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is an 
old coat. 

Slen, I may quarter, coz ? 

ShaL You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is a marring indeed, if he quarter it* 

ShaL Not a whit. 

Eva. Yes, p'yr-lady, if he has a quarter of your coat, 
there is but three skirts for yourself, in my simple con- 
jectures : but this is all one : If sir John Falstaff have 
committed disparagements unto you, I am of the 
church, and will be glad to do my benevolence, to 
make atonements and compromises between you. 

ShaL The Council shall hear it ; it is a riot. 

Era. It is not meet the Council hear a riot; there is 
no fear of Got in a riot : the Council, look you, shall 
desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; 
take your vizaments in that. 
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ShaL Ha ! o' my life^ if I were young again^ the 
sword should end it. 

Eoa. It is petter that friends is the sword^ and end 
it: and there is also another device in my prain> which^ 
peradventore^ prings goot discretions with it : There is 
Anne Page^ which is daughter to master George Page^ 
which is pretty virginity. 

- 8lin. Mistress Anne Page ? She has brown hair^ and 
speaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is that fery verson for all the 'orld> as just 
as you will desire ; and seven hundred pounds of mo- 
nieSj and gold^ and silver^ is her grandsire^ upon his 
death's-bed^ (Got deliver to a joyfiil resurrections !) 
give^ when she is able to overtake seventeen years old : 
it were a goot motion^ if we leave our pribbles and 
prabbles^ and desire a marriage between master Abra- 
ham^ and mistress Anne Page. 

ShaL Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred 
pound? 

Eva. Ay> and her father is make her a petter penny. 

ShaL 1 know the young gentlewoman ; she has good 
gifts. 

Eva* Seven hundred pounds^ and possibilities^ is 
goot gifts. 

ShaL Well^ let us see honest master Page : Is Fal- 
staff there i 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar> as I 
do despise one that is false ; or^ as I despise one that 
is not true. The knight^ sir John^ is there ; and^ I be- 
seech you, be ruled by 3'our well-willers. I will peat 
the door [knocks] for master Page. What^ boa ! Got 
pless your house here ! 
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Eftter Page. 

Page. Who's there i 

Eva. Here is Got's plessing^ and your friend^ and 
justice Shallow : and here young master Slender ; that^ 
peradventures^ shall tell you another tale^ if matters 
grow to your likings. 

Page. I am glad to see your worships well : I thank 
you for my venison^ master Shallow. 

ShaL Master Page^ I am glad to see you ; Much 
good do it your good heart ! I wished your venison 
better; it was ill-kiU'd : — How doth good mistress 
Page f — ^and I love you always with my hearty la; with 
my heart. 

Page. Sir^ I thank you. 

Shal. Sir^ I thank you ; by yea and no, I do. 

Page. I am glad to see you> good master Slender. 

SUn. How does your fallow grey-hound^ sir i I heard 
say^ he was outrun in Cotsale. 

Page. It could not be judg'd^ sir. 

Slen. You'll not confess^ you'll not confess. 

ShaL That he will not: — 'tis your faulty 'tis your 
fault : — 'Tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur, sir. 

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog ; Can there 
be more said i he is good, and fair. — Is sir John Fal- 
staff here ? 

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do a 
good office between you. 

Eva. It is spoke as a christians ought to speak. 

Shal. He hath wrong'd me, master Page. 

Page. Sir^ he doth in some sort confess it. 
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ShaL If it be confess'd, it is not redress'd ; is not that 
so^ master Page? He bath wrong'd me; indeed be 
hath ; — at a word, be bath ; — believe me ; — Robert 
Shallow, Esquire, saith, be is wrong'd. 

Page. Here comes sir John. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Babdolph, Ntm, and 

Pistol. 

FaL Now, master Shallow ; you'll complain of me 
to the king ? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed my 
deer, and broke open my lodge. 

FaL But not kiss'd your keeper's daughter ? 

Shal, Tut, a pin ! this shall be answer'd. 

FaL I will answer it straight : — I have done all 
this : — ^That is now answer'd. 

ShaL The Council shall know this. 

FaL Twere better for you, if it were known in coun- 
sel : you'll be laugh'd at. 

Eva. Pauca verba, sir John, good worts. 

FaL Good worts ! good cabbage. — Slender, I broke 
your head : What matter have you against me i 

Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against 
you; and against your coney -catching rascals. Bar- 
dolph, Nym, and Pistol They carried me to the ta- 
vern, and made me drunk, and afterwards picked my 
pocket. 

Bard. You Banbury cheese ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus i 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 
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Nym. Siice^ I say ! pauca, pauea ; slice ! that's my 
humour. 

Skn. Where's Simple^ my man ?->-can you tell^ cou- 
sin? 

Eva. Peace : I pray you ! Now let us understand : 
Tliere is three umpires in this matter^ as I understand : 
that is — ^master ¥vLge,Jidelicet, master Page ; and there 
is my self, Jidelicct, myself; and the three party is, lastly 
and finally, mine host of the Garter. 

Page. We three, to hear it, and end it between them. 

Eva. Fery goot: I will make a prief of it in my 
note-book ; and we will afterwards 'ork upon the cause, 
with as great discreetly as we can. 

Fal. Pistol,— 

Pist. He hears with ears. 

Eva. The tevil and his tam! what phrase is thi^ 
He hears with ear 9 Why, it is affectations. 

Fal. Pistol, did you pick master Slender's purse i 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would I 
might never come in mine own great chamber again 
else,) of seven groats in mill-sixpences, and two Ed- 
ward shovel-boards, that cost me two shillings and two 
pence a-piece of Yead Miller, by these gloves. 

Fal. Is this true. Pistol i 

Eva. No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Pisi. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! — Sir John and 
master mine, 
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo : 
Word of denial in thy labras here ; 
Word of denial': Ax>th and scum, thou liest* 

Slen. By these gloves, then 'twas he. 

^i^. Be advised, sir, and pass good humours : I 
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will say^ marry trap, with you, if you run the nuthook's 
humour on me ; that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat^ then he in the red face had it : 
for though I cannot remember what I did> when you 
made me drunk^ yet I am not altogether an ass. 

FaL What say you> Scarlet and John i 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say, the gentleman 
had drunk himself out of his five sentences, 

Eva. It is his five senses : fie, what the ignorance is ! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, cashier'd; 
and so conclusions paaa'd the careires. 

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too ; but 'tis no 
matter : I'll ne'er be drunk whilst I live again, but in 
honest, civil, godly company, for this trick : if I be 
drunk, I'll be drunk with those that have the fear of 
God, and not with drunken knaves. 

JBva. So Got 'udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

FaL You hear all these matters denied, gentlemen ; 
you hear it. 

Fnttr Mistress Anne Page with wine; Mistress Ford 

and Mistress Page following. 

Page. Nay, daughter^ carry the wine in ; we'll drink 
within. {Exit Anne Page. 

SUh. O heaven ! this is mistress Anne Page. 

Page. How now, mistress Ford i 

Fal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very well 
met : by your leave, good mistress. [kissing her. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome : 

Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner ; come, 

gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down all unkindness. 

[Exeunt all but Shal. Slender^ and Svans^ 
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Rt-enier Anne Page. 

Skal. Here comes fkir mistress Aone :— *WoiiId I 
were youngs for yonr sake, mistress Anne ! 

Jiuu. The dinner is on the table ; my &ther desires 
your worships' company. 

SkaL I will wait on him^ fair mistress Anne. 

Eva. Od's plessed will ! I will not be absence at the 
grace. * lEiewd Shallow and Sir H. Etams. 

jiime. Will't please yonr worship to come in^ sir ? 

Slem. Ho, 1 thank you, forsoothj heartily : I am 
very well. 

ji/me. The dinner attends you, sir. 

Slen, I am not a-hungry> I thank you, forsooth : Go, 
sirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my cou- 
sin Shallow : [£ri/ Simple.) A justice of peace some- 
time may be beholden to his friend for a man: — I 
keep but three men and a boy yet, till my mother be 
dead : But what though i yet I live like a poor gentle- 
man born. 

jinmi. I may not go in without your worship : they 
will not sit till you come. 

SUn. i'faith. Til eat nothing ; I thank yon as much 
as though I did. 

jinne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Slen, I had rather walk here^ I thank you : I bmised 
my shin the other day with playing at sword and dag- 
ger with a master of fence, three veneys for a dish of 
stewed prunes ; and, by my troth, 1 cannot abide the 
smell of hot meat since. Why do your dogs bark so ? 
be there bears i'the town ? 
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Atmc. I thinks there are^ sir; I heard them talked of. 

Slcn* I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon qaar- 
rel at it^ as any man in England r — ^You are afraid^ if 
you see the bear loose^ are you not ? 

Anne. Ay, indeed^ sir. 

SUn. That's meat and drink to me now : I have seen 
Sackerson loose^ twenty times ; and have taken him by 
Ihe chain : but, I warrant you, the women have so cried 
and shriek'd at it, that it pass'd : — but women, indeed, 
cannot abide 'em; they are very ill-favoured rough 
things. 

Rt^nter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; we stay 
for you. 

Slen. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, sir. 

Page, By cock and pye, you shall not choose, sir; 
come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page, Come on, sir. 

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not 1, sir; pray you, keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly, la : I will not 
do yen that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir. 

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly, than troublesome ; 
you do yourself wrongs indeed, la. lExeuni. 

VOL. XIII. H 
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SCENE II.— 2^ tame. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius' house, 
which is the way : and there dwells one mistress Quick* 
ly, which is in the manner of his nurse, or his dry nurse, 
or his cook, or his laundry, his washer, and his wringer. 

Simp. Well, sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet: give her this letter; 

for it is a 'oman, that altogether's acquaintance with 
mistress Anne Page : and the letter is, to desire and re- 
quire her to solicit your master's desires to mistress 
Anne Page : I pray you, be gone : I will make an end 
of my dinner; there's pippins and cheese to come. 

lExeunt. 



SCENE III.— ^ Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolph, Nym, Pistol, and 

Robin. 

Fal, Mine host of the Garter, — 

Host. What says my bully-rook? Speak scholarly, 
and wisely. 

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of my 
followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier: let them 
wag ; trot, trot. 

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Ho$t. Thou'rt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, and Phee- 
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zar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw^ he shall 
tap : said I well^ bully Hector i 

Fal. Do so^ good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke; let him follow: Let me see thee 
frothy and lime : I am at a word ; follow. 

[Exit Host. 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him; a tapster is a good trade: 
An old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a withered serving- 
man^ a fresh tapster : Go ; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desired ; I will thrive. 

{Exit Hard. 

Pist. O base Gongarian wight ! wilt thou the spigot 
wield i 

Nym. He was gotten in drink : Is npt the humour 
conceited ? His mind is not heroick^ and there's the 
humour of it. 

Fal. I am glad, I am so acquit of this tinder-box ; 
his thefts were too open : his filching was like an un- 
skilful singer^ he kept not time. 

Nym. The good humour is, to steal at a minute's rest. 

Pist. Convey, the wise it call : Steal ! fob; a fico for 
the phrase ! 

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 

Pist. Why then, let kibes ensue. 

Fal. There is no remedy ; I must coney-catch ; I must 
shift. 

Pist. Young ravens must have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Pist. I ken the wight; he is of substance good. 

Fat. My honest lads, I will tell you what lam about. 

Pist. Two yards, and more. 

Fal. No quips now. Pistol; Indeed I am in the waist 
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two yards about : but I am now about no waste : I am 
about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford's 
wife; I spy entertainment in her; she discourses^ she 
carves, she gives the leer of invitation : I can construe 
the action of her familiar style; and the hardest voice 
of her behaviour, to be English 'd rightly, is, I am sir 
John Falstqfs. 

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated her 
well ; out of honesty into English. 

Nym. The anchor is deep : Will that humour pass i 
Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule of 
her husband's purse; she hath legions of angels. 

Pist. As many devils entertain; and. To her, boy, 
say I. 

Nym. The humour rises : it is good : humour me the 
angels. 

. Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her : and here 
another to Page's wife ; who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examined my parts with most judicious ey- 
liads : sometimes the beam of her view gilded my foot^ 
sometimes my portly belly. 

Pist. Then did the sun on dung-hill shine. 
Num. I thank thee for that humour. 
Fal. O, she did so course o'er my exteriors with such 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did seem 
to scorch me up like a burning glass! Here's another 
letter to her : she bears the purse too ; she is a region 
in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be cheater to 
them both, and they shall be exchequers to me; they 
shall be my East and West Indies, and I will trade to 
them both. Go, bear thou this letter to mistress Page; 
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|tnd thou this to mistress Ford : we will thrive^ lads^ we 
will thrive. 

Pist. Shall I sir Pandarus of Troy become^ 
And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all ! 

Nym. I will run no base humour : here, take the hu- 
mour letter; I will keep the 'haviour of reputation. 

FaL Hold, sirrah, [7b Rob.] bear you these letters 
tightly ; 
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. — 
Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanish like hailstones, go ; 
Trudge, plod, away, o' the hoof; seek shelter, pack ! 
FalstafF will learn the humour of this age, 
French thrift, you rogues ; myself, and skirted page. 

lExeunt Falstaff and Robin. 

Pist. Let vultures gripe thy guts ! for gourd, and 
fullam holds. 
And high and low beguile the rich and poor: 
Tester I'll have in pouch, when thou shalt lack. 
Base Phrygian Turk. 

A^. I have operations in my head, which be hu- 
mours of revenge. 

Pisi. Wilt thou revenge f 

Nym. By welkin, and her star ! 

Pist. With wit, or steel ? 

Nym. With both the humours, I : 
I will discuss the humour of this love to Page. 

Pist. And I to Ford shall eke unfold. 
How FalstafF, varlet vile. 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold. 
And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool : I will incense Page 
to deal with poison ; I will possess him with yellowne88> 
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for the revolt of mien is dangerous : that is my tme 
humour. 

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malcontents : I second 
thee^ troop on. Iflxeunt. 



SCENE IV.— J Ro<m in Doctor Caius's Howe. 

Enter Mrs Quickly^ Simple^ and Rugby. 

Quick. What ; John Rugby ! — I pray thee, go to 
the casement, and see if you can see my master, master 
Doctor Caius, coming : if he do, i'faith, and find any 
body in the house, here will be an old abusing of God's 
patience, and the king's English. 

Rug, I'll go watch. [Exit Rugby. 

Quick. Go; and we'll have a posset for't sOon at 
night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire. An 
honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant shall come 
in house withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell-tale, nor 
no breed-bate: bis worst fault is, that he is given to 
prayer ; he is something peevish that way : but nobody 
but has his fault; — but let that pass. Peter Simple^ 
you say your name is? 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And master Slender's your master i 

Sim. Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, like ft 
glover's paring knife ? 

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee face, with 
ft little yeiiow beard ; a Cain-coloured beard. 

Quick. A soft]y-sprighted man, is he not? 

Sim, Ay« forsooth : but be is as tall a man of his hands. 
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as any is between this and his head ; he hath fought 
with a warrener. 

Quick. How say you ? — O, I should remember him ; 
Does he not hold up his head^ as it were i and strut in 
his gait ? 

Sim. Yes^ indeed^ does he. 

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse for- 
tune ! Tell master parson Evans, I will do what I can 
for your master: Anne is a good girl, and I wish — 

Re-enter B,VGBY. 

Rug. Out, alas ! here comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all be shent: Run in here, good 
young man ; go into this closet. \^Shuts Simple in the 
closet.'] He will not stay l6ng. — What, John Rugby ! 
John, what, John, I say ! — Go, John, go enquire for my 
master; I doubt, be be not well, that he comes not 
home : — and down, down, adownra, 8lc. [•Stugs. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Caiui. Vat is you sing ? I do not like dese toys ; Pray 
you, go and vetch me in my closet un boitier verd\ a 
box, a green-a box ; Do intend vat I speak ? a green-a 
box. 

Quick. Ay, forsooth, I'll fetch it you. I am glad he 
went not in himself: if he had found the young man, 
he would have been horn-mad. [Aside. 

Caius. Fe,fe,fe,fe! mafoi, il fait fort chmud. Je 
m*en vats d la Cour, — la grand affaire. 

Quick. Is it this, sir i 

Caius. Ouy ; mette le au mon pocket ; Dqpeche, quick- 
ly : — Vere is dat knave Rugby i 
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Quick. What^ John Rugby ! John ! 

Rug. Here,' sir. 

Caius. You are Jolin Rugby^ and you are Jack Rug- 
by : Come^ take-a your rapier^ and come after my beel 
to de court. 

Rug. Tis ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long : — Od's me ! 
QWayfoublii ? here is some simples in my closet, dat 
I vill not for the varld I shall leave behind. 

Quick. Ah me ! he'll find the young man there, and 
be mad. 

Caius. O diable, diable ! vat is in my closet ? — Vil- 
lainy! larron! [Pu/Zf/ig Simple on/.] Rugby, my ra- 
pier. 

Quick. Good master, be content. 

Ocuus. Verefore shall I be content-a P 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

Caius. Vat shall the honest man do in my closet i 
dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet. 

Quick. I beseech you, i>e not so flegmatick ; hear the 
truth of it : He came of an errand to me from parson 
HuG:h. 

Caius. Veil. 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to 

Quick. Peace, 1 pray you. 

Caius. Peacc-a your tongue :- Speak-a your tale. 

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your maid, 
to speak a good word to mistress Anne Page for my 
master, in the way of marriage. 

Quick. This is all, indeed, la; but I'll ne'er put my 
finger in the fire, and need not. 
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Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you? — Rugby^ baillez me 
some paper: Tarry you a little-a while. [IVrites. 

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had been tho- 
roughly moved^ you should have heard him so loud, 
and so melancholy; — But notwithstanding, man, I'll 
do your master what good I can : and the very yea and 
the no is, the French Doctor, my master, — 1 may call 
hun my master, look you, for I keep his house ; and I 
wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, dress meat and drink, 
make the beds, and do all myself; — 

Sim. Tis a great charge, to come under one body's 
hand. 

Qmck, Are you avis'd o'that ? you shall find it a great 
charge : and to be up early and down late;— but not- 
withstanding, (to tell you in your ear ; I would have no 
words of it ;) my master himself is in love with mistress 
Anne Page : but notwithstanding that, — I know Anne's 
mind, — that's neither here nor there. 

Cairn, You jack'nape ; give-a dis letter to Sir Hugh ; 
by gar, it is a shallenge : I vill cut his troat in de park ; 
and I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to meddle 
or make : — you may be gone ; it is not good you tarry 
here : — by gar, I vill cut all his two stones; by gar, he 
shall not have a stone to trow at his dog. 

[Exit Simple. 

QmicU. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter-a for dat : — do not you tell-a 
me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself? — by gar, I 
vill kill de Jack priest; and 1 have appointed mine host 
of de JarUrre to measure our weapon : — by gar, I vill 
myself have Anne Page. 

QMick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be well : 
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we must give folks leave to prate : What, the good^ger ! 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court vit me ; — By gar, 
if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head out of 
my door : — Follow my heels, Rugby. 

\_Exeunt Caius and Ruobt. 

Quick. You shall have An fools-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne's mind for that : never a woman in 
Windsor knows more of Anne's mind than I do ; nor 
can do more than I do with her, I thank heaven. 

Fent. [fVithin.'] Who's within there, ho ! 

Quick, Who's there, I trow i Come near the house, 
I pray you. 

Enter Fbnton. 

Fent, How now, good woman ; how dost thou i 

Quick. The better, that it pleases your good worship 
to ask. 

Fent. What news f how does pretty mistress Anne ? 

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest, 
and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I can tell you 
that by the way ; I praise heaven for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good, thinkest thou i Shall I 
not lose my suit i 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but not- 
withstanding, master Fenton, I'll be sworn on a book, 
she loves you : — Have not your worship a wart above 
your eye ? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that ? 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale ; — good faith, it 
is such another Nan ; — but, I detest, au honest maid as 
«ver broke bread : — We had an hour's talk of that wart ; 
— 1 shall never laugh but in that maid's company ! — 
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Bot^ indeed^ she is given too much to allichoUy and 
musing : But for you — Well, go to. 

Fent. Well, 1 shall see her to-day : Hold, there's mo- 
ney for thee; let me have thy voice in my behalf: if 
thou seest her before me, commend me — 

Quick. Willi? i'faith, that we will: and I will teU 
your worship more of the wart, the next time we have 
confidence ; and of other wooers. 

Fent. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste now. 

lExit. 

Quick, Farewell to your worship. — ^Truly, an honest 
gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; for I know Anne's 
mind as well as another does : — Outupon't ! what have 
I forgot ? [Exit. 
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ACTIL 



SCENE I.— Before Page's House. 

Enter Mistress 1?age, with a letter. 

Mrs Page. What ! have I 'scaped love-letters in the 
holy-day time of my beauty, and am I now a subject 
for them i Let me see : IReadi. 

Ask me no reason why I hve you; for thtmgh love me 
reason for his precisian, he admits him not for his counsel' 
lor : You are not young, no more am I; go to then, there's 
sympathy: you are merry, so am I; Ha ! ha ! then there's 
more sympathy: you love sack, and so do I; Would you 
desire better sympathy ? Let it suffice thee, mistress Page, 
(at the least, if the love of a soldier can suffice,) that I love 
thee, 1 will not say, pity me, 'tis not a soldier^like phrase ; 
hut I say, love me. By me. 

Thine own true knight, 

By day or night. 

Or any kind of light, 

With all his might. 

For thee to fight. John Falstaff. 

What a Herod of Jewry is this f — O wicked, wicked^ 
world ! — one, that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 
to show himself a young gallant ! What an unweighed 
behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard picked (with the 
devil's name) out of my conversation, that be dares in 
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this manner assay me i Why, be hath not been thrice 
in my company ! — What should I say to him ? — I was 
then frugal of my mirth : — ^heaven forgive me ! — ^Why, 
ril exhibit a bill in the parliament for the putting down 
of men. How shall I be revenged on him f for reven- 
ged I will be^ as sure as his guts are made of puddings. 

Enter Mistress Ford. 

Mrs Ford, Mistress Page ! trust me, I was going to 
your house. 

Mrs Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. You 
look very ill. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I'll ne'er believe that ; I have to show 
to the contrary. 

Mrs Page. Taith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs Ford. Well, I do then ; yet, I say, I could show 
you to the contrary : O, mistress Page, give me some 
counsel ! 

Mrs Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling 
respect, I could come to such honour! 

Mrs Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take the honour : 
What is it ? dispense with trifles; — what is it? 

Mrs Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment, or so, I could be knighted. 

Mrs Page. What! — thou liest! — Sir Alice Ford! 

These knights will hack ; and so thou shouldst not 

alter the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs Ford. We burn day-light : — here, read, read ; — 
perceive how I might be knighted. — I shall think the 
worse of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make dif- 
ference of men's liking: And yet he would not swear; 
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praised women's modesty : and gave such orderly and 
well-behaved reproof to all uncomeliness^ that I would 
have sworn his disposition would have gone to the truth 
of his words: but they do no more adhere and keep 
place together than the hundredth psalm to the tune of 
Green skeves. What tempest, I trow, threw this whalcj 
with so many tuns of oil in his belly, ashore at Wmd- 
sor ? How shall I be revenged on him ? I think, the best 
way wjsre to entertain him with hope, till the wicked 
fire of lust have melted him in his own grease. — Did 
you ever hear the like i 

Mrs Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs ! — ^To thy great comfort in this 
mystery of ill opinions, here's the twin-brother of thy 
letter : but let thine inherit first ; for, I protest, mine 
never shall. I warrant, he hath a thousand of these 
letters, writ with blank space for different names, (sure 
more,) and these are of the second edition : He will 
print them, out of doubt ; for be cares not what he puts 
into the press, when he would put us two. I had ra- 
ther be a giantess, and lie under mount Pelion. Well, 
I will find you twenty lascivious turtles^ ere one chaste 
man. 

Mrs Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the very 
hand, the very words : What doth he think of us f 

Mrs Page. Nay, I know not : it makes me almost 
ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. I'll enter- 
tain myself like one that I am not acquainted withal ; 
for, sure, unless he know some strain in me, that I 
know not myself, he would never have boarded me in 
this fury. 
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Mrs Ford. Boarding, call you it i 111 be sure to keep 
him above deck. 

Mrs Page. So will I ; if he come under my hatches, 
I'll never to sea again. Let's be revenged on him: 
let's appoint him a meeting; give him a show of com-^ 
fort in his suit ; and lead him on with a fine-baited de- 
lay, till he hath pawn'd his horses to mine Host of the 
Garter. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villainy 
against him, that may not sully the chariness of our 
honesty. O, that my husband saw this letter ! it 
would give eternal food to his jealousy. 

Mrs Page, Why, look, where he comes ; and my 
good man too : he's as far from jealousy, as I am from 
giving him cause ; and that, I hope, is an unmeasura- 
ble distance. 

Mrs Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs Page. Let's consult together against this greasy 
knight : Come hither. {They retire. 

Enter Ford, Pistol, Page, and Nym. 

Ford. Well, I hope, it be not so. 

PUt. Hope is a curtail dog in some affairs : 
Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

Pist. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 
poor. 
Both young and old, one with another. Ford ; 
He loves thy galley-mawfry ; Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife ? 

Pist. With liver burning hot: Prevent, or go thou. 
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Pazf. Tkt kmrnyer of i:. ccotfa a' ! here's a fellow 
frishts hamc*Gr out ot his vits. 

/wrf. I will >rt^k out Fa^ft^fl. 

Pa^<. I cerer h^ard 5T2ch a drawling, affectiDg 
rogue. 

/brrf. If I do find it, well. 

Page. I win not believe such a Cataian, thoDgh the 
priest o^the tov^o cummended him for a true man. 

Ford. Twas a eood sensible feilow : Well. 

Page. How now. Me?: 

Afn Page. Whither go you, George r — Hark you. 
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Mrs Ford, How now, sweet Frank ? why art thou 
melancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy. — Get 
you home, go. 

Mrs Ford. Taith, thou hast some crotchets in thy 
head now. — Will you go, mistress Page ? 

Mrs Page, Have with you. — You'll come to dinner, 
George ? Look, who comes yonder : she shall be our 
messenger to this paltry knight. 

[Aside to Mrs Ford. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs Ford. Trust me, I thought on her : she'll fit it. 

Mrs Page. You are come to see my daughter Anne ? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; And, I pray, how does good 
mistress Anne ? 

Mrs Page. Go in with us, and see ; we have an 
hour's talk with you. 

[Exeunt Mrs Page, ^M^s Ford, and Mrs Quickly. 

Page. How now, master Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me ; did you 
not ? 

Page. Yes ; And you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Do yoil think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang 'em, slaves; I do not think the knight 
would offer it : but these> that accuse him in his intent 
towards our wives, are a yoke of his discarded men ; 
very rogues, now they be out of his service. 

Ford, Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that. — Does he 
lie at the Garter ? 

VOL. XIII. I 
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Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend this 
voyage towards my wife, I should turn her loose to 
him ; and what he gets more of her than sharp words, 
let it lie on my head. 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife ; but I would be 
loath to turn them together : A man may be too confi- 
dent : 1 would have nothing lie on my head : I cannot 
be thus satisfied. 

Page. Look, where my ranting host of the Garter 
comes : there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
his purse, when he looks so merrily. — How now, mine 
host ? 

Enter Host, and Shallow. 

Host. How now, bully-rook ? thou'rt a gentleman ; 
cavalero-justice, I say. 

Shal. 1 follow, mine host, I follow. — Good even, 
and twenty, good master Page ! Master Page, will you 
go with us i we have sport in hand. 

Host. Tell him, cavalero-justice; tell him, bully- 
rook. 

Shal, Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between sir 
Hugh the Welch priest, and Caius the French doctor. 

Ford. Good mine host o'the Garter, a word with 
you. 

ifcM^. What say'st thou, bully-rook ? 

IThey go aside, 

Shal. Will you [To Page] go with us to behold it i 
My merry host hath had the measuring of their wea- 
pons ; and, I think, he hath appointed them contrary 
places : for, believe me, I hear, the parson is no jester. 
Hark, I will tell you what our sport shall be. 
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Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight^ my guest- 
cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I protest : but I'll give you a pottle of 
burnt sack to give mc recourse to him, and tell him, 
my name is Brook ; only for a Jest. 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress and 
regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be Brook : It 
is a merry knight. — Will you go on, hearts i 

ShaL Have with you, mine host. 

Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good skill 
in his rapier. 

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more : In these 
times you stand on distance, your passes, stoccadoes, 
and I know not what : 'tis the heart, master Page ; 'tis 
here, His here. I have seen the time, with my long 
sword, I would have made you four tall fellows skip 
like rats. 

Host, Here, boys, here, here ! shall we wag ? 

Pa^e. Have with you : — I had rather hear them 
scold than fight. 

[Exeunt Host, Shallow, and Page. 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands so 
firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my opi- 
nion so easily : She was in his company at Page's 
house; and, what they made there, I know not. 
Well, I will look further into't: and I have a disguise 
to sound Falstaff : If I find her honest, 1 lose not my 
labour \ if she be otherwise, 'tis labour well bestowed. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE 11.—^ Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Pistol. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, then the world's mine oyster. 
Which I with sword will open. — 
I will retort the sum in equipage. 

Fal, Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you 
should lay my countenance to pawn : I have grated 
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you and 
your coach-fellow, Nym ; or else you had looked 
through the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am 
damned in hell, for swearing to gentlemen my friends, 
you were good soldiers, and tall fellows : and when 
Mrs Bridget lost the handle of her fan, I took't upon 
mine honour, thou hadst it not. 

Pist. Didst thou not share ? hadst thou not fifteen 
pence ? 

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason : TTiink'st thou, I'll 
endanger my soul gratis ? At a word, hang no more 
about me, I am no gibbet for you : — go. — A short 
knife and a throng; — to your manor of Pickt-hatch; 
go. — You'll not bear a letter for me, you rogue ! — ^you 
stand upon your honour ! — Why, thou unconfinable 
baseness, it is as much as I can do, to keep the terms 
of my honour precise. I, I, I myself sometimes, lea- 
ving the fear of heaven on the left hand, and hiding 
mine honour in mine necessity, am fain to shuffle, to 
hedge, and to lurch ; and yet you, rogue, will ensconce 
your rags, your cat-a-mountain looks, your red-lattice 
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phrases, and your bold-beating oaths, under the shel- 
ter of your honour ! You will not do it, you ? 

Pist, I do relent ; What would'st thou more of man ? 

Enter Robin. 

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would speak with you. 
Fal, Let her approach. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick. Give your worship good-morrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an't please your worship. 

Fal. Good maid, then. 

Quick, ril be sworn ; as my mother was, the first 
hour 1 was born. 

Fal, I do believe the swearer : What with me ? 

Quick. Shall 1 vouchsafe your worship a word or 
two? 

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman ; and 111 vouchsafe 
thee the hearing. 

Quick. There is one Mrs Ford, sir ; — I pray, come a 
Kttle nearer this ways : — I myself dwell with master 
doctor Caius. 

Fal. Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say, 

Quick. Your worship says very true: I pray your 
worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears ; — mine own peo- 
ple, mine own people. 

Quick. Are they so ? Heaven bless them, and make 
them his servants ! 

FaL Well : Mistress Ford ; — what of her f 

Quick. Why, sir, she's a good creature. Lord, lord ! 
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joar worsfajp'f a waotoo : WcdU, faesTen forgive jom, 
and di of as, I pnj * 

/i /. >fistre» Ford ; — oome, mistress Ford, — 

QmicJc, Slzrry, this is ti>e short aod the loog of it ; 
joa hare broueht her into such a cmnaries, as ''tis won- 
derful. The best coartier of them all^ vbeo the court 
lay at Windsor^ could oerer have brooght her to soch 
a canary. Vet there has been knights, and lords, and 
gentJr^aien, with their coaches; I warrant too, coach 
after coach, letter ai'ter letter, gift after gift ; smelling 
io sweetly^ (all mask,) and so rushling, 1 warrant yoa, 
in silk and gold ; and in such alligant terms ; and in 
such wine and sugar of the best, and the fairest, that 
would have won anv woman's heart ; and, I warrant 
you, they could never get an eye-wink of her. — I had 
myself twenty angels given me this morning : but I 
defy all angels, (in any such sort, as they say,) bat in 
the way of honesty : — and, I warrant you, they could 
never ^et her so much as sip on a cup with the prond- 
est of them all: and yet there has been earls, nay, 
which is more, pensioners ; but, I warrant you, all is 
one with her. 

FaL But what says she to me i be brief, my good 
she Mercury. 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter; for the 
which she thanks you a thousand times: and she gives 
you to notify, that her husband will be absence from 
bis house between ten and eleven. 

ial. Ten and eleven i 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come and 
see the picture, she says, that you wot of; — master 
Ford^ her husband^ will be from home. Alas! the 
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sweet woman leads an ill life with him; he's a very 
jealousy man ; she leads a very frampold life with him, 
good heart. 

FaL Ten and eleven: Woman, commend me to 
her ; I will not fail her. 

Ctuick. Why, you say well : But I have another mes- 
senger to your worship : Mistress Page halh her hear- 
ty commendations to you too ; — and let me tell you in 
your ear, she's as fartuous a civil modest wife, and one 
(I tell you) that will not miss you morning nor evening 
prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe'er be the other : 
and she bade me tell your worship, that her husband 
is seldom from home ; but, she hopes, there will come 
a time. I never knew a woman so dote upon a man ; 
surely, I think you have charms, la ; yes, in truth. 

FaL Not I, 1 assure thee ; setting the attraction of 
my good parts aside, I have no other charms. 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for't ! 

FaL But, I pray thee, tell me this : has Ford's wifej 
and Page's wife, acquainted each other how they love 
me? 

Quick. That were a jest, indeed ! — they have not so 
little grace, I hope :— that were a trick, indeed ! But 
mistress Page would desire you to send her your little 
page, of all loves ; her husband has a marvellous infec- 
tion to the little page : and, truly, master Page is an 
honest man. Never a wife in Windsor leads a better 
life than she does ; do what she will, say what she will, 
take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise when 
she list, all is as she will ; and, truly, she deserves it : 
for if there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. 
You must send her your page ; no remedy. 
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Fal Why, I will. 

Quick, Nay, but do so then : and, look you, he may 
come and go between you both ; and, in any case, have 
a nay- word, that you may know one another's mind, 
and the boy never need to understand any thing ; for 
'tis not good that children should know any wicked- 
ness : old folks, you know, have discretion, as they say, 
and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them both : 
there's my purse ; 1 am yet thy debtor. — Boy, go 
along with this woman. — This news distracts me ! 

[Exeupit Quickly and Robin. 

Pist, This punk is one of Cupid's carriers : — Clap on 
more sails; pursue, up with your fights; Give fire; 
she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all ! 

[Exeunt Pistol. 

Fal. Say'st thou so, old Jack i go thy ways ; I'll 
make more of thy old body than I have done. Will 
they yet look after thee i Wilt thou, after the expence 
of so much money, be now a gainer ? Good body, I 
thank thee : Let them say, 'tis grossly done ; so it be 
fairly done, no matter. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir John, there's one master Brook below 
would fain speak with you, and be acquainted with 
you ; and hath sent your worship a morning's draught 
of sack. 

Fal. Brook, is his name i 

Bard. Ay, sir. 

Fal. Call him in; [Exit Bardolph.] Such Brooks 
are welcome to me, that overflow such liquor. Ah ! 
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ha ! mistress Ford and mistress Page^ have I encom- 
passed you ? go to ; via ! 

Re-enter Bardolph^ with Ford disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir. 

FaL And you, sir : Would you speak with me ? 

Ford. I make bold, to press with so little preparation 
upon you. 

FaL You're welcome; What's your will? Give us 
leave, drawer. [£x/Y Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent much ; 
my name is Brook. 

FaL Good master Brook, I desire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours : not to charge 
you ; for I must let you understand, I think myself in 
better plight for a lender than you are: the which 
hath something embolden'd me to this unseasoned in- 
trusion ; for they say, if money go before, all ways do 
lie open. 

FaL Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me: if you will help me to bear it, sir John, 
take all, or half, for easing me of the carriage. 

FaL Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be your 
porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 

FaL Speak, good master Brook ; 1 shall be glad to 
be your servant. 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar, — I will be brief 
with you ; and you have been a man long known 



146 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. ACT II. 

to me, though I had never so good means, as desire, 
to make myself acquainted with you. I shall discover 
a thing to you, wherein I must very much lay open 
mine own imperfection : but, good sir John, as you 
have one eye upon my follies, as j'ou hear them un- 
folded, turn another into the register of your own ; 
that I may pass with a reproof the easier, sith you 
yourself know, how easy it is to be such an offender. 

FaL Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Ford, There is a gentlewoman in this town, her hus- 
band's name is Ford. 

FaL Well, sir. 

Ford. I have long loved her, and, I protest to you, 
bestowed much on her; followed her with a doting 
observance ; engrossed opportunities to meet her ; fee'd 
every slight occasion, that could but niggardly give 
me sight of her ; not only bought many presents to 
give her, but have given largely to many, to know 
what she would have given : briefly, I have pursued 
her, as love hath pursued me ; which hath been, on the 
wing of all occasions. But whatsoever I have merited, 
either in my mind, or in my means, meed, I am sure, 
I have received none ; unless experience be a jewel : 
that I have purchased at an infinite rate; and that 
hath taught me to say this : 

Love like a shadow flies, when substance love pursues ; 
Pursuing that that flies, and flying what pursues, 

FaL Have you received no promise of satisfaction at 
her hands i 

Ford, Never. 

FaL Have you importuned her to such a purpose ? 

-Ford. Never. 
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Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house^ built upon another man's 
ground ; so that I have lost my edifice^ by mistaking 
the place where I erected it. 

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you 
all. Some say, that, though she appear honest to me, 
yet, in other places, she enlargcth her mirth so far, 
that there is shrewd construction made of her. Now, 
sir John, here is the heart of my purpose : You are a 
gentleman of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, 
of great admittance, authentick in your place and per- 
son, generally allowed for your many war-like, court- 
like, and learned preparations. 

Fal. O, sir ! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it : — There is money ; 
spend it, spend it ; spend more ; spend all 1 have ; on- 
ly give me so much of your time in exchange of it, as 
to lay an amiable siege to the honesty of this Ford's 
wife : use your art of wooing, win her to consent to 
you ; if any man may, you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your 
affection, that I should win what you would enjoy f 
Methinks, you prescribe to yourself very preposterous- 

Ford. O, understand my drift! she dwells so secure- 
ly on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of 
my soul dares not present itself; she is too bright to 
be looked against. Now, could I come to her with 
any detection in my hand, my desires had instance 
and argument to commend themselves ; I could drive 
her then from the ward of her purity, her reputation. 
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her marriage vow, and a thousand other her defences, 
which now are too strongly embattled against me : 
What say you to't, sir John ? 

FaL Master Brook, I will first make bold with your 
money : next, give me your hand ; and last, as I am a 
gentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy Ford's wife. 

Ford. O good sir ! 

FaL Master Brook, I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall w^ant 
none. 

FaL Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you shall 
want none. I shall be with her, (i may tell you,) by 
her own appointment; even as you came in to me, her 
assistant, or go-between, parted from me: 1 say, I 
shall be with her between ten and eleven ; for at that 
time the jealous rascally knave, her husband, will be 
forth. Come you to me at night; you shall know how 
I speed. 

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do you 
know Ford, sir ? 

FaL Hang him, poor cuckoldy knave ! I know him 
not: — yet I wrong him, to call him poor; they say, 
the jealous wittolly knave hath masses of money ; for 
the which his wife seems to me well-favoured. I will 
use her as the key of tlic cuckoldy rogue's coffer ; and 
there's my harvest-home. 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir ; that you might 
avoid him, if you saw him. 

FaL Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! I 
will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him with my 
cudgel : it shall hang like a meteor o'er the cuckold's 
horns : master Brook, thou shalt know, I will predomi- 
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nate o'er the peasant^ and thou shalt lie with his wife.-^ 
Come to me soon at night: — Ford's a knave^and I will 
aggravate his stile; thou, master Brook, shalt know 
him for a knave and cuckold : — come to me soon at 
night. [£nV. 

Ford, What a damned Epicurean rascal is this ! — 
My heart is ready to crack with impatience. — Who 
says, this is improvident jealousy ? My wife hath sent 
to him, the hour is fixed, the match is made. Would 
any man have thought this ? — See the hell of having a 
false woman ! my bed shall be abused, my coflFers ran- 
sacked, my reputation gnawn at ; and I shall not only 
receive this villainous wrong, but stand under the adop- 
tion of abominable terms, and by him that does me 

this wrong. Terms ! names ! Amaimon sounds well; 

Lucifer, well ; Barbason, well ; yet tliey are devils' ad- 
ditions, the names of fiends: but cuckold! wittol-cuck- 
old ! the devil himself hath not such a name. Page is 
an ass, a secure ass; he will trust his wife, he will not 
be jealous : I will rather trust a Fleming with my but- 
ter, parson Hugh the Welchman with tny cheese, an 
Irishman with my aqua-vitae bottle, or a thief to walk 
my ambling gelding, than my wife with herself: then 
she plots, then she ruminates, then she devises : and 
what they think in their hearts they may effect, they 
will break their hearts but they will effect. Heaven 
be praised for my jealousy ! — Eleven o'clock the 
hour; — I will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged 
on Falstaff, and laugh at Page. I will about it; better 
three hours too soon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, 
fie ! cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold ! [Exit. 
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SCENE III.— Windsor Park. 

Enter Caius and Rugby. 

Caius. Jack Rugby ! 

Rug. Sir. 

Caius. Vat is de clock. Jack i 

Rug. Tis past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh promised 
to meet. 

Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no 
come ; he has pray his pible veil, dat he is no come : 
by gar. Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is wise, sir ; he knew, your worship would 
kill him if he came. 

Casus. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill kill 
him. Take your rapier. Jack ; I vill tell you how I 
vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Caius. Villainy, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear : here's company. 

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page. 

Host. 'Bless thee, bully doctor. 

Shal. 'Save you, master doctor Caius. 

Page. Now, good master doctor ! 

Slen. Give you good-morrow, sir. 

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for? 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see thee 
traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there ; to see 
thee pass thy punto» thy stock » thy reverse, thy dis- 
tancesj, thy mont&nt. Is he dead, my Ethiopian i ii 



SCENE III. MBBRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 151 

be dead^ my Francisco ? ha^ bully ! What says my 
^sculapius ? my Galen ? my heart of elder ? ha ! is he 
dead^ bully Stale i is he dead i 

Caius, By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of the 
vorld ; he is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castilian king. Urinal ! Hector of 
Greece, my boy ! 

Caita. I pray you, bear vitness, that me have stay 
six or seven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no 
come. 

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor : he is a 
curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you should 
fight, you go against the hair of your professions ; is it 
not true, master Page ? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Bodykins, master Page, though I now be old, 
and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my finger itches 
to make one : though we are justices, and doctors, and 
churchmen, master Page, we have some salt of our 
youth in us ; we are the sons of women, master Page. 

Page. Tis true, master Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found so, master Page. Master doc- 
tor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am sworn 
of the peace ; you have showed yourself a wise physi- 
cian, and sir Hugh hath shown himself a wise and pa- 
tient churchman : you must go with me, master doc- 
tor. 

Host. Pardon, guest justice : — A word, monsieur 
Muck-water. 

Caius. Muck-vater ! vat is dat ? 
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Host, Muck-water, in our English tongue, is valour, 
bully. 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much muck-vater as 

de Englishman : Scurvy jack-dog -priest! by gar, 

me vill cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 
Caius. Clapper-dc-claw ! vat is dat ? 
Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 
Caius. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de- 
claw me; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 
Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And moreover, bully, — But first, master guest, 
and msister Page, and eke cavalero Slender, go you 
through the town to Frogmore. ^Aside to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 
Host. He is there : see what humour he is in ; and 
I will bring the doctor about by the fields : will it do 
well ? 

Shal. We will do it. 

Page. Skal. and Slen. Adieu, good master doctor. 

lExeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Caius, By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he speak 
for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheath thy impatience ; 
throw cold water on thy choler : go about the fields 
with me through Frogmore; I will bring thee where 
mistress Anne Page is, at a farm-house a feasting; and 
thou shall woo her : Cry'd game, said I well ? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I love 
you ; and I shall procurc-a you de good guest, de earl, 
de knight, dc lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 
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Host. For the which I will be thy adversary towards 
Anne Page ; said I well ? 

Caius, By gar^ 'tis good ; veil said. 

Hott. Let us wag then. 

Caius. Come at my heels. Jack Rugby. ^Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I.— ^ Field near Frogmore. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. I pray you now, good master Slender's serving- 
man, and friend Simple by your name, which way have 
you looked for master Caius, that calls himself Doctor 
of Physick ? 

Sim. Marry, sir, the city-ward, the park-ward, every 
way ; old Windsor way, and every way but the town 
way. 

Eva. I most fehemently desire you^ you will also 
look that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. 

Eva. 'Pless my soul ! how full of cholers I am, and 
trempling of mind ! — I shall be glad, if he have decei- 
ved me : — how melancholies 1 am ! — I will knog his 
urinals about his knave's costard, when I have good 
opportunities for the 'ork : — 'pless my soul ! [Sings, 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 
There will we make our peds ofroses^ 
And a thousand fragrant posies. 
To shallow 

Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry. 
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Melodious birds sing madrigah ; — 

tVhen as I sat in Pabylon, 

And a thousand vagram posies. 
To shallow 

Sim. Yonder he is comings this way, sir Hugh. 
Eva. He's welcome : 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls 



Heaven prosper the right ! — ^What weapons is he ? 

Sim. No weapons, sir : There comes my master, bias* 
ter Shallow, and another gentleman from Frogmore, 
over the stile, this way. 

Eva. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else keep it 
in your arms. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Shal. How now, master parson ? Good-morrow, good 
sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and a good 
student from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

Page. Save you, good sir Hugh ! 

Eoa. 'Pless you for his mercy sake, all of you ! 

Shal. What ! the sword and the word ! do you study 
them both, master parson ? 

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and hose, 
this raw rheumatick day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good oflSce, mas- 
ter parson. 

Eva. Fery well: What is it ? 
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Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman^ who 
belike, having received wrong by some person, is at 
most odds with his own gravity and patience, that ever 
you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years, and upward; I 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, 
so wide of his own respect. 

Eva. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him ; master doctor Caius^ 
the renowned French physician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his passion of my heart ! I had 
as lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, — and he is a knave besides ; a cowardly knave, 
as you would desires to be acquainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he's the man should fight with 
him. 

Skn. O, sweet Anne Page ! 

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons: — Keep them 
asunder ; — here comes doctor Caius. 

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby. 

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your wea- 
pon. 

Shal. So do yon, good master doctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them question ; let them 
keep their limbs whole, and hack our English. 

Caius. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit your ear : 
Yerefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

Eva. Pray you, use your patience : In good time. 
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Cuius. By gar^ you are de coward^ de Jack dog^ John 
ape. 

Eva. Pray you^ let us not be laughing-stogs toother 
men's humours; I desire you in friendship, and 1 will 
one way or other make you amends : — I will knogyour 
urinals about your knave's cogscomb^ for missing your 
meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diable! — Jack Rugby, — mine Host dc Jar" 
tcrrcy have I not stay for him, to kill him ? have I not^ 
at de place I did appoint? 

Eva. As 1 am a christians soul, now, look you, this is 
the place appointed ; I'll be judgement by mine host of 
the Garter. 

Ho%t. Peace, I say, Guallia and Gaul, French and 
Welch ; soul-curer and body-curer. 

Caius. Ay, dat is very good ! excellent ! 

Host. Peace, I say ; hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politick? am I subtle? am I a Machiavel? Shall 
I lose iiy doctor ? no ; he gives me the potions, and the 
motions. Shall I lose my parson? my priest? my sir 
Hugh ? no ; ho gives me the proverbs and the no-^verbs. 
— Give me thy hand, terrestrial; so: — Give me thy 

hand, celestial ; so. Boys of art, I have deceived you 

both ; 1 have directed you to wrong places : your hearts 
are mighty, your skins are whole, and let burnt sack be 
the issue. — Come, lay their swords to pawn : — Follow 
me, lad of peace ; follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Trust me, a mad host: — Follow, gentlemen^ 
follow. 

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ! 

[Exetmt Shallow, Slender, Page, and Host. 
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Caius, Ha ! do I perceive dat ? have you make-a de 
sot of us f ha> ha ! 

Eva. This is well; he has made us his vlouting- 
•tog. — I desire you, that we may be friends ; and let us 
knog our praint together^ to be revenge on this same 
scall, scurvy, cogging companion, the host of the Gar- 
ter. 

Caius, By gar, vit all my heart ; he promise to bring 
me vere is Anne Page : by gar, he deceive me too. 

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles : — Pray you, fol- 
low. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IL— The Street in Windsor. 

Enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

Mrs Page, Nay, keep your way, little gallant ; you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader: 
Whether had you rather, lead mine eyes, or eye your 
iraster's heels? 

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like a man, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs Page, O you are a flattering boy ; now, I see, 
you'll be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, mistress Page : Whither go you? 

Mrs Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife: Is she at 
home? 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together, for 
want of company : 1 think, if your husbands were dead, 
you two would marry. 
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Mrs Page, Be sure of that, — two other husbands. 

Ford, Where had you this pretty weather-cock? 

Mrs Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name 
is my husband had him of: What do you call your 
knight's name, sirrah? 

Rob. Sir John Falstaff. 

Ford, Sir John FjilstafF! 

Mrs Page. He, he; 1 can never hit on's name. — 
There is such a league between my good man and he ! 
— is your wife at home, indeed ? 

Ford, Indeed, she is. 

Mrs Page, By your leave, sir : — I am sick, till I see 
her. [Exeunt Mrs Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains f hath he any eyes i hath 
he any thinking? Sure, they sleep; he hath no use of 
them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty miles, 
as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank twelve score. 
He pieces-out his wife's inclination ; he gives her folly 
motion and advantage: and now she's going to my 
wife, and FalstaiTs boy with her. A man may hear this 
shower sing in the wind ! — and Falstaffs boj' with her ! 
— Good plots ! — they are laid ; and our revolted wives 
share damnation together. Well ; I will take him, then 
torture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modesty 
from the so seeming mistress Page, divulge Page him- 
self for a secure and wilful Actaion ; and to these vio- 
lent proceedings all my neighbours shall cry aim. [Clock 
strikes,"] The clock gives me my cue, and my assurance 
bids me search ; there I shall find Falstaff: I shall be 
rather praised for this, than mocked: for it is as posi- 
tive as the earth is firm, that Falstaff is there : I will ^ 
go. 
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Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh 

Evans, Caius, and Rugby. 

Shai. Page, &c. Well met, master Ford. 

Ford, Trust me, a good knot : I have good cheer at 
home ; and, I pray you, all go with me. 

ShaL I must excuse myself, master Ford. 

Skn. And so must I, sir; we have appointed to dine 
with mistress Anne, and I would not break with her for 
more money than Til speak of. 

ShaL We have lingered about a match between Anne 
Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we shall have 
our answer. 

Slen. I hope, I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender ; I stand wholly for 
you : — ^but my wife, master doctor, is for you altoge- 
ther. 

Caius. Ay, by gar ; and de maid is love-a me : my 
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host, What say you to young master Fenton f he ca- 
pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verses, 
he speaks holyday, he smells April and May : be will 
carry't, he will carry't; 'tis in his buttons; he will car- 
ly't. 

Page, Not by my consent, I promise you. The gen- 
tleman is of no having : he kept company with the wild 
Prince and Poins ; he is of too high a region, he knows 
too much. No, he shall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of my substance ; if he take her, let him 
take her simply : the wealth I have waits on my con- 
sent, and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go home 
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with me to dinner: besides your cheer^ you shall have 

sport; I will show you a monster. Master doctor, 

you shall go ; — so shall you, master Page; — and you, sir 
Hugh. 

Shal. Well, fare you well : — we shall have the freer 
wooing at master Page's. 

lExeunt Shallow and Slender. 

Cuius. Go home, John Rugby ; I come anon. 

[Exit Rugby. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts ; I will to my honest knight 
Falstaff, and drink canary with him. [Exit Host. 

Ford. [Jside.'] I think, I shall drink in pipe-wine 
first with him ; Til make him dance. Will you go, gen- 
tles? 

AIL Have with you, to see this monster. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE HI.— ^ Room in Ford's House. 

Enter Mrs Ford and Mrs Page. 

Mrs Ford. What, John ! what, Robert ! 

Mrs Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the buck-basket — 

Mrs Ford. I warrant: — What, Robin, I say. 

Enter Servants with a Basket. 

Mrs Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs Page. Give your men the charge ; we must be 
brief. 

Mrs Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John, and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house ; and 
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when I suddenly call you^ come fortb^ and (without any 
pause, or staggering,) take this basket on your shonl* 
ders : that done, trudge with it in all haste, and carry it 
among the whitsters in Dalchet mead, and there empty 
h in the muddy ditch, close by the Thames side. 

Mn Page, You will do it? 

Mrs Ford. I have told them over and over : they lack 
no direction : Be gone, and come when you are called. 

[Exeunt Servants. 

Mrs Page. Here comes little Robin. 

Enter Rodin. 

Mrs Ford. How now, my eyas-musket ? what news 
with you ? 

Rob. My master sir John is come in at your back- 
door, mistress Ford ; and requests your company. 

Mrs Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true 
to us? 

Rob. Ay, ril be sworn : My master knows not of 
your being here ; and hath threatened to put me into 
everlasting liberty, if I tell you of it; for, he swears, 
he'll turn me away. 

Mrs Page. Thou'rt a good boy; this secrecy of thine 
shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee a new 
doublet and hose. — Pll go hide me. 

Mrs Ford. Do so : — Go tell thy master, I am alone. 
Mistress Page, remember you your cue. 

[Exit Robin. 

Mrs Page. I Warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiss 
me. lExit Mrs Page. 

Mrs Ford. Go to then ; we'll use this unwholesome 
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humidity^ this gross watry pumpion ; — we'll teach him 
to know turtles from jays. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel? Why, 
now let me die, for I have lived long enough ; this is 
the period of my ambition: O this blessed hour! 

Mrs Ford. O sweet sir John ! 

Fal, Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, 
mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish: I would 
thy husband were dead; I'll speak it before the best 
lord, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs Ford. I your lady, sir John ! alas, I should be a 
pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such another ; 
I see how thine eye would emulate the diamond : Thou 
bast the right arched bent of the brow, that becomes 
the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian 
admittance. 

Mrs Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John : my brows be- 
come nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a traitor to say so : thou would'st 
make an absolute courtier ; and the firm fixture of thy 
foot would give an excellent motion to thy gait, in a 
semi-circled farthingale. 1 see what thou wert, if for- 
tune thy foe were not; nature is thy friend: Come, 
thou canst not hide it. 

Mrs Ford, Believe me, there's no such thing in me. 

FaL What made me love thee ? let that persuade 
thee, there's something extraordinary in thee. Come, 
I cannot cog, and say, thou art this and that, like a 
many of these lisping haw-thorn buds, that come like 
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women in men's apparel^ and smell like Bucklers-bury 
in simple time ; 1 cannot : but I love thee ; none but 
thee ; and thou deservest it. 

Mrs Ford. Do not betray me, sir ; I fear, you love 
Mrs Page. 

Fal. Thou might'st as well say, I love to walk by the 
Counter-gate ; which is as hateful to me as the reek of 
a lime-kiln. 

Mrs Ford. Well, heaven knows, how I love you ; 
and you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind ; Til deserve it. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or else 
1 could not be in that mind. 

Rob. [within.'] M islress Ford, mistress Ford ! here's 
mistress Page at the door, sweating, and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs speak with you pre- 
sently. 

Fal. She shall not see me ; I will ensconce me be- 
hind the arras. 

Mrs Ford. Pray you, do so ; she's a very tattling 
woman. — [Falstaff hides himselfi 

Enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

What's the matter ? how now ? 

Mrs Paire. O mistress Ford, what have you done ? 
You're shamed, you are overthrown, you are undone 
for ever. 

Mrs Ford. What's the matter, good mistress Page ? 

Mrs Page. O well-a-day, mistress Ford ! having an 
honest man to your husband, to give him such cause 
of suspicion ! 

Mrs Ford. What cause of suspicion ? 
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Mrs Page. What cause of suspicion ? — Out upon 
you ! how am 1 mistook in you ! 

Mrs Ford. Why, alas ! what's the matter ? 

Mrs Page, Your husband's coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in Windsor, to search for a gen- 
tleman, that, he says, is here now in the house, by 
your consent, to take an ill advantage of his absence : 
You are undone. 

Mrs Ford. Speak louder. — [^AsideJ] — Tis not so, I 
hope. 

Mrs Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that thou have 
such a man here; but 'tis most certain your husband's 
coming with half Windsor at his heels, to search for 
such a one. I come before to tell you : If you know 
yourself clear, why [ am glad of it : but if you have a 
friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ; 
call all your senses to you ; defend your reputation, or 
bid farewell to your good life for ever. 

Mrs Ford. What shall I do ? — There is a gentleman, 
my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own shame, so 
much as his peril: I had rather than a thousand 
pound, he were out of the house. 

Mrs Page. For shame, never stand you had rather, 
and you had rather ; your husband's here at hand, be- 
think you of some conveyance : in the house you can- 
not hide him. — O, how have you deceived me! — 
Look, here is a basket; if he be of any reasonable sta- 
ture, he may creep in here ; and throw foul linen upon 
him, as if it were going to bucking : Or, it is whiting- 
time, send him by your two men to Dalchet mead. 

Mrs Ford. He's too big to go in there : What shall 
Idof 

3 
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Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Let me see't, let me see't ! O let me see't ! PU 
in, ni in ; — follow your friend's counsel ; — I'll in. 

Mrs Page, What ! sir John Falstaff ! Are these your 
letters, knight? 

FaL I love thee, and none but thee ; help me away : 
let me creep in here ; TU never^ 

[i/e goes into the basket ; they cover him with foul 
linen, 

Mrs Page, Help to cover your master, boy : Call 
your men, mistress Ford : — You dissembling knight! 

Mrs Ford. What, John, Robert, John ! [tlxit Ro- 
bin. Re-enter Servants,"] Go take up these clothes 
here, quickly ; Where's the cowl-staff? look, how you 
drumble : carry them to the laundress in Datchet 
mead ; quickly, come. 

Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near: if I suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at me, then let me be your 
jest ; 1 deserve it. How now ? whither bear you this ? 

Serv, To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they 
bear it ? You were best meddle with buck-washing. 

Ford. Buck? I would I could wash myself of the 
buck ! Buck, buck, buck ? Ay, buck ; I warrant you, 
buck; and of the season too ; it shall appear. {^Exeunt 
Servants with the basket.'] Gentlemen, I have dreamed 
to-night; I'll tell you my dream. Here, here, here be 
my keys : ascend my chambers, search, seek, find out : 
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ril warrant, we'll unkennel the fox : — Let me stop this 
way first: — So, now uncapc. 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you wrong 
yourself too much. 

Ford. True, master Page. — Up, gentlemen ; you shall 
see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen. [£jtV. 

Eva. This is very fantastical humours, and jealousies. 

Caitis By gar, 'tis no de fashion of France : it is not 
jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen ; see the issue of 
his search. [Exeunt Evans, Page, and Caius. 

Mrs Page. Is there not a double excellency in this t 

Mrs Ford. I know not which pleases me better^ that 
my husband is deceived, or sir John. 

Mrs Page. What a taking was he in, when your 
husband asked who was in the basket ! 

Mrs Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of 
washing ; so throwing him into the water will do him 
a benefit. 

Mrs Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I would all 
of the same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrs Ford. I think, my husband hath some special 
suspicion of FalstafTs being here; for I never saw him 
so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs Page. I will lay a plot to try that : And we will 
yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his dissolute disease 
will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion, mis- 
tress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into the 
water; and give him another hope, to betray him to 
another punishment? 
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Mrs Page. We'll do it; let him be sent for to-mor- 
row eight o'clock^ to have amends. 

Re-enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. I cannot find him ; may be the knave bragged 
of that, he could not compass. 

Mrs Page, Heard you that ? 

Mrs Ford. Ay, ay, peace : — ^You use me well, mas- 
ter Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, I do so, 

Mrs Ford. Heaven make you better than your 
thoughts ! 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, master 
Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I must bear it. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, heaven 
forgive my sins at the day of judgment ! 

Caius. By gar, nor I too ; dere is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie, master Ford ! are you not ashamed i 
What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination i I 
would not have your distemper in this kind, for the 
wealth of Windsor Castle. 

Ford. Tis my fault, master Page : I suffer for it. 

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscience : your wife is 
as honest a 'omans, as I will desires among five thou- 
sand, and five hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I see 'tis an honest woman. 

Ford. Well ; — I promised you a dinner : — Come, 
come, walk in the park : I pray you, pardon me ; I 
will hereafter make known to you, why I have done 
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this. — Come, wife ; — come, mistress Page ; I pray you 
pardon me ; pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, we'll 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my 
house to breakfast; after, we'll a bird in'g together; I 
have a fine hawk for the bush : Shall it be so i 

Ford, Any thing. 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the com- 
pany. 

Caius. If there be one or two, 1 shall make-a de 
turd. 

Eva. In your teeth : for shame. 

Ford. Pray you go, master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on 
the lousy knave, mine host. 

Caius. Dat is good ; by gar, vit all my heart. 

Eva. A lousy knave ; to have his gibes, and his 
mockeries. {^Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.— J Room in Page's House. 

Enter Fenton and Mistress Anne Page. 

Fent. I see, [ cannot get thy father's love ; 
Therefore, no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

jinnc. Alas ! how then ? 

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself. 
He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 
And that, my state being gall'd with my expence, 
I seek to heal it only by his wealth : 
Besides these, other bars he lays before mc, 

VOL. XIII. L 



170 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. ACT 111. 

My riots past, my wild societies ; 
And tells me, 'tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

Anne, May be, he tells you true. 

Fent. No, heaven so speed mc in my time to come ! 
Albeit, I will confess, thy father's wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne : 
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stauips in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 
And 'tis the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle master Fenton, 
Yet seek my father's love : still seek it, sir: 
If opportunity and humblest suit 
Cannot attain it, why then, — Hark you hither. 

[They converse apart. 

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs Quickly. 

Skal. Break their talk, mistress Quickly; my kins- 
man shall speak for himself. 

Sltn. I'll make a shaft or a bolt on't : slid, 'tis but 
venturing. 

Shal. Be not dismay'd. 

Slen. No, she shall not dismay me : I care not for 
that,— but that I am afeard. 

Quick. Hark ye ; master Slender would speak a word 
with you. 

Anne. I come to him. — ^This is my father's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year ! 

[Aside. 
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Quick, And how does good master Fciilon? Pray 
you, a word with you. 

Skal. She's coining ; to her, coz. O boy, thou hadst 
a father ! 

Slen, I had a father, mistress Anne ; — my uncle can 
tell you good jests of him : — Pray you, uncle, tell mis- 
tress Anne the jest, how my father stole two gee^ out 
of a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Slen, Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any woman in 
Glocestershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen, Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, under 
the degree of a 'squire. 

Shal, He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
jointure. 

Jlnne, Good master Shallow, let him woo for him- 
self. 

Shal, Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for 
that good comfort. She calls you, coz : I'll leave you. 

Anne. Now, master Slender. 

Slen, Now, good mistress Anne. 

Antie. What is your will ? 

Slen. My will ? od's heartlings, that's a pretty jest, 
indeed ! I ne'er made my will ^et, 1 thank heaven; I 
am not such a sickly creature, [ give heaven praise. 

Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would you with 
me? 

Slen, Truly, for mine own part, I would little or no- 
thing with you : Your father, and my uncle, have had 
motions : if it be my luck, so : if not, happy man be 
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his dole ! They can tell you how things go, better than 
I can : You may ask your father ; here he comes. 

Enter Page, and Mistress Page. 

Page. Now, master Slender : — Love him, daughter 
Anne. — 
Why, how now ! what does master Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house: 
I told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of. 

Fent, Nay, master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs Page. Good master Fenton, come not to my 
child. 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Fent. Sir, will you hear me f 

Page. No, good master Fenton. 
Come, master Shallow ; come, son Slender ; in : — 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton. 

^Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Quick. Speak to mistress Page. 

Fent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your 
daughter 
In such a righteous fashion as I do. 
Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 
I must advance the colours of my love. 
And not retire : Let me have your good will. 

jinne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond' fool. 

Mrs Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better hus- 
band. 

Quick, That's my master, master doctor. 

jlnne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i'the earthy 
And bowl'd to death with turnip^. 
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Mrs Page. Come, trouble not yourself: Good mas- 
ter Fenton, 
I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 
My daughter will I question how she loves you. 
And as I find her, so am I affected ; 
Till then, farewell, sir : — She must needs go in ; 
Her father will be angry. 

^Exeunt Mrs Page and Anke* 

Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress ; farewell. Nan. 

Quick, This is my doing now; — Nay, said I, will 
you cast away your child on a fool, and a physician i 
Look on master Fenton : — this is my doing. 

Fent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to-night 
Give my sweet Nan this ring : There's for thy pains. 

iExit 

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune ! A kind 
heart he hath : a woman would run through fire and 
water for such a kind heart. But yet, I would my 
master had mistress Anne ; or I would master Slender 
had her ; or, in sooth, I would master Fenton had her : 
I will do what I can for them all three; for so I have 
promised, and Til be as good as my word ; but spe- 
ciously for master Fenton. Well, I must of another 
errand to sir John Falstaif from my two mistresses; 
What a beast am 1 to slack it i [£xtV. 



SCENE v.— J Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, 1 say, — 
Bard. Here, sir. 
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FaL Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in't. 
[JExtY Bard.] Have I lived to be carried in a basket^ 
like a barrow of butcher's ofTal ; and to be thrown in- 
to the Thames ? Well, if I be served such another trick, 
I'll have my brains ta'en out, and buttered, and give 
them to a dog for a new year's gift. The rogues slight- 
ed me into the river with as little remorse as they 
would have drowned a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen 
i'the litter : and you may know by my size, that I have 
a kind of alacrity in sinking; if the bottom were as 
deep as hell, I should down. I had been drowned, 
but that the shore was shelvy and shallow ; a death 
that I abhor ; for the water swells a man ; and what a 
thing should I have been, when I had been swelled ! I 
should have been a mountain of mummy. 

Re-enter Bardolph, with the wine$ 

Bard. Here's mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with 
you. 

FaL Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames 
water ; for my belly's as cold, as if I had swallowed 
snow-balls for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 

Bard, Come in, woman. 

Enter Mrs Quickly. 

Quick. By your leave ; I cry you mercy : Give your 
worship good-morrow. 

FaL Take away these chalices : Go brew me a pot- 
tle of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir ? 

FaL Simple of itself; I'll no pullet-sperm in my 
brewage. —[Exit Bardolph.] — How now ? 
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Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from mis- 
tress Ford. 

Fal, Mistress Ford ! I have had Ford enough : I 
was thrown into the ford: I have my belly full of 
ford. 

Quick. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her 
fault : she does so take on with her men ; they mis- 
took their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish woman's 
promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to see it. Her husband goes this 
morning a birdiug ; she desires you once more to come 
to her between eight and nine : I must carry her word 
quickly : she'll make you amends, I warrant you. 

FaL Well, I will visit her: Tell her so; and bid her 
think, what a man is : let her consider his frailty, and 
then judge of my merit. 

Quick. I will tell her. 

FaL Do so. Between nine and ten, say'st thou i 

Quick, Eight and nine, sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : 1 will not miss her. 

Quick, Peace be with you, sir ! [ExiL 

Fal. I marvel, I hear not of master Brook ; he sent 
me word to stay within : I like his money well. O, 
here he comes. 

Enter Fobd. 

Ford. Bless you, sir ! 

FaL Now, master Brook i you come to know what 
hath passed between me and Ford's wife ? 
Ford. That, indeed, sir John, is my business. 
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FaL Master Brook, I will not lie to you ; I was at 
her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford, And how sped you, sir? 

FaL Very ill-favouredly, master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir ? Did she change her determina-^ 
lion? 

FaL No, master Brook ; but the peaking comuto 
her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a continual 
'Jarum of jealousy, comes me in the instant of our en- 
counter, after we had embraced, kissed, protested, and, 
as it were, spoke the prologue of our comedy ; and at 
his heels a rabble of his companions, thither provoked 
and instigated by his distemper, and, forsooth, to search 
his house for his wife's love. 

Ford, What, while you were there ? 

FaL While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could not find 
youf 

FaL You shall hear. As good luck would have it, 
comes in one mistress Page ; gives intelligence of 
Ford's approach ; and, by her invention, and Ford's 
wife's distraction, they conveyed me into a buck- 
basket. 

Ford. A buck -basket i 

FaL By the lord, a buck-basket: rammed me in 
with foul shirts and smocks, sOcks, foul stockings, and 
greasy napkins; that, master Brook, there was the 
rankest compound of villainous smell, that ever offend- 
ed nostril. 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

FaL Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I have 
suffered to bring this woman to evil for your good. 
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Being thus crammed in the basket^ a couple of Ford's 
knaves^ his hinds, were called forth by their mistress^ 
to carry me in the name of foul clothes to Datchet- 
lane : they took me on their shoulders ; met the jea- 
lous knave their master in the door ; who asked them 
once or twice what they had in their basket : I quaked 
for fear, least the lunatic knave would have searched 
it ; but fate, ordaining he should be a cuckold, held his 
hand. Well ; on went he for a search, and away went 
I for foul clothes. But mark the sequel, master Brook : 
I suffered the pangs of three several deaths : first, an 
intolerable fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten 
bell-wether : next, to be compassed, like a good bilbo, 
in the circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to 
head: and then, to be stopped in, like a strong distilla- 
tion, with stinking clothes that fretted in their own 
grease : think of that, — a man of my kidney, — think of 
tliat; that am as subject to heat as butter; a man of 
continual dissolution and thaw ; it was a miracle, to 
'scape suffocation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than half stewed in grease, like a 
Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames, and cool- 
ed, glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse shoe ; think 
of that, — hissing hot, — think of that, master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for my 
sake you have suffered all this. My suit then is des- 
perate ; you'll undertake her no more. 

Fal, Master Brook, I will be thrown into iEtna, as 
I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. 
Her husband is this morning gone abirding: I have 
received from her another embassy of meeting ; 'twixt 
eight and nine is the hour, master Brook. 
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Ford. Tis past eight already, sir. 

Fa/. Is it ? I will then address me to my appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leisure^ and 
you shall know how I speed ; and the conclusion shall 
be crowned with your enjoying her: Adieu. You 
shall have her, master Brook ; master Brook, you shall 
cuckold Ford. [£xfV. 

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a dream ? 
do I sleep P Master Ford, awake ; awake, master Ford ; 
there's a hole made in your best coat, master Ford. 
This 'tis to be married! this 'tis to have linen, and 
buck-baskets ! — Well, I will proclaim myself what I 
am : I will now take the lecher ; he is at my house : 
he cannot 'scape me ; 'tis impossible he should ; he 
cannot creep into a halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper 
box : but, lest the devil that guides him should aid 
him, I will search impossible places. Though what I 
am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I would not, shall 
not make me tame : if I have horns to make one mad, 
lei the proverb go with me, I'll be horn mad. 

[Exit. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I.— I%e Street. 

Enter Mrs Page, Mrs Quickly, and William. 

Mrs Page. Is he at master Ford's already, think'st 
thou ? 

Quick. Sure, he is by this; or will be presently : but 
truly, he is very courageous mad, about his throwing 
into the water. Mistress Ford desires you to come 
suddenly. 

Mrs Page. Til be with her by and by ; I'll but bring 
my young man here to school : Look, where bia mas- 
ter comes ; 'tis a playing-day, I see. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, 

How now, sir Hugh f no school to-day ? 

Eva. No ; master Slender is let the boys leave to 
play. 

Quick. Blessing of his heart ! 

Mrs Page. Sir Hugh, my husband sa3rs, my son pro- 
fits nothing in the world at his book ; I pray you, ask 
bim some questions in his accidence. 

Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up your head ; 
come. 

Mrs Page. Come on, sirrah ; hold up your head ; 
answer your master, be not atraid. 
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Eoa, William^ how many numbers is in nouns i 

Will. Two. 

Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more ; because they say, od's nouns. 

Eva. Peace your tattlings. What is fair, William ? 

Will. Pulcher. 

Quick. Poulcats ! there are fairer things than poul- 
cats, sure. 

Eva. You are a very simplicity 'oman ; I pray you, 
peace. What is lapis, William ? 

Will. A stone. 

Eva, And what is a stone, William f 

Will. A pebble. 

Eva. No, it is lapis : I pray you remember in your 
prain. 

Will. Lapis. 

Eva. That is good William. What is he, WilHam, 
that does lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun ; and be 
thus declined, Singulariter, nominativo, hie, hzc, hoc. 

Eva. Nominativo, higy hag, hog; — pray you, mark : 
genitivo, hujus : Well, what is your accusative case? 

Will. Accusal ivoy hinc. 

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child ; 
Accusativo, hing, hang, hog. 

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, 'oman. What is the fo- 
cative case, William ? 

Will O — vocativo, O. 

Eva. Remember, William ; focative is, caret. 

Quick. And that's a good root. 

Eva. 'Oman, forbear. 
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Mn Page. Peace. 

Eva. What is your genitive case plural, William ? 

Will. Genitive case ? 

Eva. Ay. 

Will. Genitive, — horum, harum, horum. 

Quick. 'Vengeance of Jenny's case ! fie on her !— 
never name her, child, if she be a whore. 

Eva. For shame, 'oman. 

Quick. You do ill to teach the child such words : he 
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do fast 
enough of themselves ; and to call horum : — ^fie upon 
you ! 

Eva. 'Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no un- 
derstandings for thy cases, and the numbers of the 
genders? Thou art as foolish christian creatures as I 
would desires. 

Mrs Page. Pr'ythee hold thy peace. 

Eva. Shew me now, William, some declensions of 
your pronouns. 

Will. Forsooth, I have forgot. 

Eoa. It is ki, ka, cod; if you forget your kies, your 
kiEs, and your cods, you must be preeches. Go your 
ways, and play, go. 

Mrs Page. lie is a better scholar, than I thought he 
was. 

Eva. He is a good sprag memory. Farewell^ mis- 
tress Page. 

Mrs Page. Adieu, good sir Hugh. [Exit Sir Hugh.] 
Get you home^ boy. — Come, we stay too long. 

lExeunt. 
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SCENE 11.— A Room in Ford's Home. 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs Ford. 

FaL Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up my 
sufferance : I see, you are obsequious in your love, and 
I profess requital to a hair's breadth ; not only, mis- 
tress Ford, in the simple office of love, but in all the 
accoutrement, complement, and ceremony of it. But 
are you sure of your husband now ? 

Mrs Ford. He's a birding, sweet sir John. 

Mrs. Page. l^Vithin.] What hoa,, gossip Ford! what 
hoa! 
Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, sir John. 

[Exit Fal&taff. 

Enter Mrs Page. 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart f who's at home 
besides yourself i 

Mrs Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs Page. Indeed ? 

Mrs Ford. No, certainly : — Speak louder. [^Aside. 

Mrs Page. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why ? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his old 
lunes again : he so takes on yonder with my husband ; 
so rails against all married mankind ; so curses all Eve's 
daughters, of what complexion soever ; and so buffets 
himself on the forehead, crying, Peer-out, peer-out! 
that any madness, I ever yet beheld, seemed but tame- 
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ness, civility, and patience, to this his distemper he is 
in now : I am glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs, Ford, Why, does he talk of him ? 

Mrs. Page, Of none but him ; and swears, he was 
carried out, the last time he searched for him, in a 
basket : protests to my husband, he is now here ; and 
hath drawn him and the rest of their company from 
their sport, to make another experiment of his suspi« 
cion : but [ am glad the knight is n9t here ; now he 
shall see his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ford, How near is he, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by ; at street end ; he will be here 
anon. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone ! the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, then you are utterly shamed, and 
he's but a dead man. What a woman are you? — 
Away with him, away with him; better shame than 
murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? how should I 
bestow him ? Shall I put him into the basket again? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. No, I'll come no more i' the basket : May I 
not go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of master Ford's brothers 
watch the door with pistols, that none shall issue out ; 
otherwise you might slip away ere he came. But what 
make you here ? 

Jtal. What shall 1 do ? — I'll creep up into the chim- 
ney. 

Mrs Ford. There they always use to discharge their 
birding-pieces : Creep into the kiln-hole. 
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Fal Where is it ? 

Mn. Ford. He will seek there, on my word. Nei- 
ther press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath 
an abstract for the remembrance of such places, and 
goes to them by his note : There is no hiding you in 
the house. 

Fal. ril go out then. 

Mrs, Page. If you go out in your own semblance, 
you die, sir John. Unless you go out disguised,—— 

Mrs Ford. How might we disguise him ? 

Mrs Page. Alas the day, I know not. There is no 
woman's gown big enough for him; otherwise, he might 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something : any extremity, 
rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of Brents 
ford, has a gown above. 

Mrs Page. On my word, it will serve him; she's as 
big as he is; and there's her thrum'd hat, and her muf- 
fler too : Run up, sir John. 

Mrs Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John : mistress Page 
and I will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs Page. Quick, quick ; we'll come dress you 
straight: puton the gown the while. [Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs Ford. I would, my husband would meet him in 
this shape : he cannot abide the old woman of Brent- 
ford ; he swears, she's a witch; forbade her my house, 
and hath threatened to beat her, 

Mrs Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband's cud- 
gel ; and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards ! 

Mrs Ford. But is my husband coming f 

Mrs. Page, Ay> in good sadness, is he ; and talks of 
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the basket too> howsoever he hath had iDtelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. Well try that ; for 111 appoint my men 
to carry the basket again^ to meet him at the door with 
it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here presently : lefs 
go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs Ford. Til first direct my men, what they shall 
do with the basket. Go up, Til bring linen for him 
straight. [Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we cannot 
misuse him enough. 

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do. 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too : 

We do not acl, that often jest and laugh ; 

Tis old but true, 57/7/ swi/ie eat all the draff. [Exit. 

Re-enter Mrs. Ford, with tuo Servants. 

Mrs Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your 
•boulders ; your master is hard at door ; if he bid you 
set it down, obey him : quickly, despatch. [Exit. 

1 Serv. Come, come, take it up. 

S Serv. Pray heaven, it be not full of the knight 
again. 

1 Serv. I hope not; I had as lief bear so much lead. 

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Sir Hugh 

Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again i — Set down the 
basket, villain: — Somebody call my wife: — You, j'outh 
in a. basket, come out here ! — O, you panderly rascals ! 
there's a knot, a ging, a pack, a conspiracy against me: 

VOL. Xlll. M 
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Now shall the devil be shamed. What ! wife, I say ! 
come, come forth ; behold what honest clothes you 
send forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes ! Master Ford, you are not 
to go loose any jonger ; you must be pinioned. 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics ; this is mad as a mad dog! 

ShaL Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; indeed. 

Enter Mrs Ford. 

Ford. So say I too, sir. — Come hither, mistress Ford; 
mistress Ford, the honest woman, the modest wife, the 
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hus- 
band ! — I suspect without cause, mistress, do I? 

Mrs Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, if you 
suspect me in any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen face; hold it out. 

Come forth, sirrah. [Pulls the clothes out of the Basket. 

Page. This passes ! 

Mrs Ford. Are you not ashamed ? let the clothes 
alone. 

Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Eva. Tis unreasonable : Will you take up your wife's 
clothes ? Come away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why, — 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was one 
conveyed out of my house yesterday in this basket : 
Why may not he be there again ? In my house I am 
sure he is : my intelligence is true ; my jealousy is rea- 
sonable : Pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a 
flea's death. 
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Page. Here's no man. 

ShaL By my fidelity, this is not well, master Ford ; 
this wrongs you. 

Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not follow 
the imaginations of your own heart : this is jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here I seek for. 

Page. No, nor no where else, but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to search my house this one time : if I 
find not what I seek, show no colour for my extremity, 
let me for ever be your table-sport : let them say of 
me. As jealous as Ford, that searched a hollow walnut 
for his wife's leman. Satisfy me once more ; once 
more search with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page ! come you, 
and the old woman, down ; my husband will come in- 
to the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ! What old woman's that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean! 
Have I not forbid her my house f She comes of errands, 
does she? We are simple men; we do not know what's 
brought to pass under the profession of fortune-telling. 
She works by charms, by spells, by the figure, and such 
daubery as this is; beyond our element: we know no- 
thing. Come down, you wilch, you hag you ; come 

down, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband ; — good gen- 
tlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 

Enter Falstaff in women's clothes, led by Mrs Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me your 
hand. 
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Ford, ril prat her : Out of my door, you witch ! 

[beats him] you rag, you baggage, you polecat^ you 
ronyon ! out ! out ! I'll conjure you, Fll fortune-tell 
you. [Ejcit Falstaff. 

Mrs, Page. Are you not ashamed ? I think, you have 
killed the poor woman. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, he will do it : — Tis a goodly credit 
for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch ! 

Eva. By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a witch 
indeed : I like not when a 'oman has a great peard ; I 
spy a great peard under her muf&er. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen f I beseech you 
follow ; see but the issue of my jealousy : if I cry out 
thus upon trail, never trust me when I open again. 

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further : Come, 
gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Page, Ford, Shallow, and Evans. 

Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did not ; he 
beat him most unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs Page. I'll have the cudgel hallowed, and hang 
o'er the altar ; it hath done meritorious service. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you ? May we, with the 
warrant of womanhood, and the witness of a good con- 
science, pursue him with any further revenge? 

Mrs Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scared 
out of him ; if the devil have him not in fee simple, 
with fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the 
way of waste, attempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have 

served him ? 

it 
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Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to scrape 
the figures out of your husband's brains. If they can 
find in their hearts, the poor unvirtuous fat knight 
shall be any further afflicted, we two will still be the 
ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. Til warrant, they'll have him publickly 
shamed : and, methinks, there would be no period to 
the jest, should he not be publickly shamed. 

Mrs. Page. Come to the forge with it then, shape 
it : I would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— ^ Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of your 
horses : the duke himself will be to-morrow at courts 
and they are going to meet him. 

Host. What duke should that be, comes so secretly? 
I hear not of him in the court : Let me speak with the 
gentlemen ; they speak English ? 

Bard. Ay, sir ; I'll call them to you. 

Host. They shall have my horses; but I'll make them 
pay, I'll sauce them : they have had my houses a week 
at command ; I have turned away my other guests ; 
they must come off; I'll sauce them : Come. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV.— J Room in Ford's House. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Sir 

Hugh Evans. 

Eva. Tis one of the pest discretions of a 'oman as 
ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he send you both these letters at an 
instant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife : Henceforth do what thou 
wilt, 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold. 
Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour stand. 
In him that was of late an heretick. 
As firm as faith. 

Page. Tis well, 'tis well ; no more. 
Be not as Extreme in submission. 
As in offence ; 

But let our plot go forward : let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us publick sport. 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow. 
Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it 

Ford. There is no better way than that they spoke ofl 

Page. How ! to send him word they'll meet him in 
the park at midnight! fie, fie; he'll never come. 

Eva. You say, he has been thrown into the rivers; 
and has been grievously peateu, as an old 'oman : me- 
thinks, there should be terrors in him, that he should 
not come; methinks, his flesh is punished, he shall 
have no desires. 
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Page. So think 1 too. 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but liow you'll use him when he 
comes. 
And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mrs Page. There is an old tale goes, that Heme the 
hunter. 
Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest. 
Doth all the winter time, at still midnight. 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd horns; 
And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle ; 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a chain 
In a most hideous and dreadful manner : 
You have heard of such a spirit ; and well you know. 
The superstitious idle-headed eld 
Received, and did deliver to our age. 
This tale of Heme the hunter for a tmth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Heme's oak : 
But what of this ? 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device ; 
That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us. 
Disguised like Heme, with huge horns on his head. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come. 
And in this shape : When you have brought him 

thither. 
What shall be done with him ? what is your plot ? 

Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought upon^ and 
thus : 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little son. 
And three or four more of their growth^ we'll dress 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and wbite^ 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads. 



192 MERUY WIVES OF WINOSOB. ACT IV. 

And rattles in tlieir hands ; upon a sudden^ 
As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met. 
Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once 
With some diffused song ; upon their sight. 
We two in great amazeduess will fly : 
Then let them all encircle him about. 
And, fairy-like, to-pinch the unclean knight; 
And ask him, why, that hour of fairy revel. 
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread. 
In shape profane. 

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth. 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound. 
And burn him with their tapers. 

Mrs. Page. The truth being known. 
We'll all present ourselves ; dis-horn the spirit. 
And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford. The children must 
Be practised well to this, or they'll ne'er do't. 

Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours; and 
I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the knight 
with my taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent. I'll go buy them vi- 
zards. 

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen ^of all the 
fairies. 
Finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page. That silk will I go buy ;— and in that time 
Shall master Slender steal my Man away, ^Jside. 

And marry her at Eton. — Go, send to Falstaff straight. 

Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in name of Brook ; 
He'll tell me all his purpose : Sure, he'll come. 

Mrs, Page. Fear not you that: Go, get us properties 
And tricking for our fairies. 
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Eva. Let us about it: It is admirable pleasures^ and 
fery honest knaveries. 

[Exeunt Page^ Ford^ and Evans. 
Mrs, Page. Go, mistress Ford, 
Send Quickly to sir John, to know his mind. 

[Exit Mrs. Ford. 
I'll to the doctor ; he hath my good will. 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 
And he my husband best of all affects : 
The doctor is well money'd, and his friends 
Potent at court ; he, none but he, shall have her. 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. 

lExit. 



SCENE v.— A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Simple. 

Host. What would'st thou have, boor ? what, thick- 
skin i speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short, quick, snap. 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with sir John Fid- 
staff from master Slender. 

Host. There's his chamber, his house, his castle, his 
standing-bed, and truckle-bed ; 'tis painted about with 
the story of the prodigal, fresh and new : Go, knock 
and call ; he'll speak like an Anthropophaginian unto 
thee : Knock, 1 say. 

Sim. There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone up 
into his chamber ; Pll be so bold as stay, sir, till she 
come down : I come to speak with hex, indeed. 

Host. Ha ! a fat woman ! the knight may be robbed : 
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I'll call. — Bully knight ! Bully sir John ! speak from 
thy lungs military : Art thou there i it is thine host> 
thine Ephesiau^ calls. 

Fal. [above.] How now, mine host ? 

Host. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman : Let her descend, bully, let 
her descend , my chambers are honourable : Fye ! pri- 
vacy? fye! 

Enter Falstaff. 

FaL There was, mine host, an old fat woman even 
now with me; but she's gone. 

Sim, Pray you, sir, was't not the wise woman of 
Brentford ? 

FaL Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell ; What would 
you with her ? 

Sim. My master, sir, my master Slender, sent to her, 
seeing her go thorough the streets, to know, sir, whe- 
ther one Nym, sir, that beguiled him of a chain, had 
the chain, or no. 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it. 

Sim, And what says she, I pray, sir i 

Fal. Marry, she says, that the very same man, that 
beguiled master Slender of -his chain, cozened him of 
it. 

Sim. I would, I could have spoken with the woman 
herself; I had other things to have spoken with her 
too, from him. 

Fal. What are they i let us know. 

Host. Ay, come ; quick. 

Sim, I may not conceal them, sir. 

FaL Conceal them, or thou diest. 
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Sim. Why, sir^ they were nothing but about mistress 
Anne Page ; to know, if it were my master's fortune 
to have her, or no. 

Fal, Tis, 'tis his fortune. 

Sim. What, sir? 

Fal. To have her, — or no: Go; say, the woman told 
me so. 

Sim. May I be so bold to say so, sir ? 

Fal. Ay, sir Tike ; who more bold i 

Sim. I thank your worship : I shall make my mas- 
ter glad with these tidings. [Exit Simple. 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir John : 
Was there a wise woman with thee ? 

FaL Ay, that there was, mine host ; one, that hath 
taught me more wit than ever I learned before in my 
life: and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for 
my learning. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. Out, alas, sir ! cozenage ! mere cozenage ! 

Host. Where be my horses f speak well of them, var- 
letto. 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners : for so soon as I 
came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from behind one 
of them, in a slough of mire; and set spurs, and away, 
like three German devils^ three Doctor Faustuses. 

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain: 
do not say, they be fled ; Germans are honest men. 

Enter Sir Hugh £van8. 

Eva. Where is mine host? 
Host. What is the matter, sir? 
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Eva, Have a care of your entertaininenls : there is a 
friend of mine come to town^ tells me, there is three 
cousin germans, that has cozened all the hosts of Read- 
ings, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horses and mo- 
ney. I tell you for good-will, look you : you are wise, 
and full of gibes and vlouting-stogs ; and 'tis not con- 
venient you should be cozened : Fare you well. 

[Exit. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Caius. Vere is mine Host de Jartcrrei 

Host, Here, master doctor, in perplexity, aud doubt- 
ful dilemma. 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat : But it is tell-a me, dat 
you make grand preparation for a duke de Jarmany: 
by my trot, dere is no duke, dat de court is know to 
come: I tell you for good vill: adieu. [Exit. 

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go: — assist me, knight; 
I am undone : — fly, run, hue and cry, villain ! I am un- 
done ! 

[Exeunt Host and Bardolph. 

FaL I would, all the world might be cozened ; for I 
have been cozened, and beaten too. If it should come 
to the ear of the court, how I have been transformed, 
and how my transformation hath been washed and cud- 
gelled, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, 
and liquor fishermen's boots with me; [ warrant, they 
would whip me with their fine wits, till I were as crest- 
fallen as a dried pear. I never prospered since I fore- 
swore myself at /?nWro. Well, if my wind were but 
long enough to say my prayers, 1 would repent. — > 
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Enter Mistress Quickly. 
Now ! whence come vou ? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one party^ and his dam the other^ 
and so they shall be both bestowed ! 1 have suffered 
more for their sakes, more^ than the villainous incon- 
stancy of man's disposition is able to bear. 

Quick. And have not they suffered ? Yes, I warrant; 
speciously one of them ; mistress Ford^ good heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that you cannot see a white spot 
about her. 

Fal, What telFst thou me of black and blue ? I was 
beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow ; and 
I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brent- 
ford ; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, my coun- 
terfeiting the action of an old woman, deliver'd me, the 
knave constable had set me i' the stocks, i' the common 
stocks, for a witch. 

Quick, Sir, let me speak with you in your chamber: 
you shall hear how things go ; and, 1 warrant, to your 
content. Here is a letter will say somewhat. Good 
hearts, what ado here is to bring you together ! Sure^ 
one of you does not serve heaven well, that you are so 
crossed. 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. {Exeunt. 
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SCENE YL— Another Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Fenton and Host. 

Host. Master Fenton^ talk not to me ; my mind is 
heavy, I will give over all. 

Fent. Yet hear me speak : Assist me in my purpose^ 
And, as 1 am a gentleman, Fll give thee 
A hundred pound in gold, more than your loss. 

Host. I will hear you, master Fenton ; and I will, at 
the least, keep your counsel. 

Fent, From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 
Who, mutually, hath answered my affection 
(So far forth as herself might be her chooser,) 
Even to my wish : 1 have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof so larded with my matter. 
That neither, singly, can be manifested. 
Without the show of both ; — ^wherein fat Falstaff 
Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 

{Showing the letter. 
ril show you here at large. Hark, good mine host: 
To-night at Heme's oak, just 'twixt twelve and one^ 
Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen ; 
The purpose why, is here ; in which disguise. 
While other jests are something rank on foot. 
Her father hath commanded her to slip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry: she hath consented : 
Now, sir. 
Her mother, even strong against that match. 
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And firm for doctor Caius^ hath appointed 

That he shall likewise shuffle her away, 

While other sports are tasking of their minds. 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends. 

Straight marry her : to this her mother's plot 

She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 

Made promise to the doctor ;— Now, thus it rests: 

Her father means she shall be all in white ; 

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 

To take her by the hand, and bid her go. 

She shall go with him : — her mother hath intended^ 

The better to denote her to the doctor, 

(For they must all be mask'd and vizarded,) 

That, quaint in green, she shall be loose enrob'd. 

With ribbands pendant, flaring 'bout her head ; 

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe. 

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token. 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Host. Which means she to deceive ? father or mo- 
ther? 

Fent. Both, my good host^ to go along with me : 
And here it rests, — that you'll procure the vicar 
To slay for me at church, 'twixt twelve and one, 
And, in the lawful name of marrying. 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Host. Well, husband your device; I'll to the vicar: 
Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Besides, I'll make a present recompense. [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE l.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs Quickly. 

FaL Pr'ythee, no more prattling ; — go. Til hold : 

This is the third time ; 1 hope^ good luck lies in odd 
numbers. Away, go; they say, there is divinity in odd 
numbers, either in nativity, chance, or death. — Away. 

Quick, ril provide you a chain; and I'll do what I 
can to get you a pair of horns. 

FaL Away, 1 say ; time wears : hold up your head, 
and mince. [Exit Mrs Quickly. 

Enter Ford. 

How now, master Brook ? Master Brook, the matter 
will be known to-night, or never. Be you in the Park 
about midnight, at Heme's oak, and you shall see won- 
ders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you told 
me you had appointed ? 

FaL I went to her, master Brook, as you see, like a 
poor old man : But 1 came from her, master Brook, like 
a poor old woman. That same knave, Ford, her hus- 
band, hath the finest mad devil of jealousy in him, mas- 
ter Brook, that ever governed frenzy. I will tell you. 
— He beat me grievously in the shape of a woman ; for 
in the shape of a man, master Brook, 1 fear not Goli- 
ath with a weaver's beam ; because I know also, life is 
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a shuttle. I am in haste; go along with me; Til tell 
you all^ master Brook. Since I plucked geese^ played 
truant, and whipped top, I knew not what it was to be 
beaten, till lately* Follow me: I'll tell you strange 
things of this knave Ford : on whom to-night I will be 
revenged, and I will deliver his wife into your hand. — 
Follow : Strange things in hand, master Brook ! follow. 

lExeunt. 



SCENE II.— Windsor Park. 

Enter Page^ Shallow, and Slender. 

Page. Come, come ; we'll couch i' the castle*ditch, 
till we see the light of our fairies. — Remember^ son 
Slender, my daughter. 

Slen, Ay, forsooth ; I have spoke with her, and we 
have a nay-word, how to know one another. I come 
to her in white, and cry, mum; she cries, budget; and 
by that we know one another. 

Shal. That's good too : but what needs either your 
mum, or her budget ? the white will decipher her well 
enough. — It hath struck ten o'clock. 

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits will be- 
come it well. Heaven prosper our sport ! No man means 
evil but the devil, and we shall know him by his boms. 
Let's away ; follow me. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III.— The Street m 

Enter Mrs Paob^ Mrs Ford^ and Dr Caius. 

Mrs Page. Master doctor^ my daughter is in green : 
when you see your time^ take her by the hand^ away 
with her to the deanery^ and despatch it quickly : Go 
before into the park ; we two must go together. 

Caius. I know vat I have to do ; Adieu* 

Mrs Page. Fare you wellj sir. [Exit Caius.] My 
husband will not rejoice so much at the abuse of Fal- 
staff^ as he will chafe at the doctor's marrying my 
daughter: but 'tis no matter; better a little chiding, 
than a great deal of heart-break. 

Mrs Ford. Where is Nan now, and her tro<^ of fai- 
ries? and the Welch devil^ Hugh? 

Mrs Page. They are all couched in a pit hard by 
Heme's oak, with obscured lights ; which, at the very 
instant of FalstaflTs and our meeting, they will at onoe 
display to the night. 

Mrs Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him. 

Mrs Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mocked ) 
if he be amazed^ he will every way be mocked. 

Mrs Ford. We'll betray him finely. 

Mrs Page. Against such lewdsters, and their lechery^ 
Those that betray them do no treachery. 

Mrs Ford. The hour draws on ; To the oak, to the 
oak ! [Exevnt. 
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SCENE IV.— Windsor Park. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans^ and Fairies. 

Eva. Trib, trib^ fairies ; come ; and remember youi' 
parts : be pold^ I pray you : follow me into the pit; and 
when I give the watch-'ords^ do as I pid you; Come, 
come; trib, trib. [Exeunt. 



SCENE Y .^Another part of the Park. 

Enter Falstaff disguised, with a buck's head on. 

FaL The Windsor bell hath struck twelve ; the mi- 
nute draws on : Now, the hot-blooded gods assist me : 
-^Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy Europa; 
love set on thy horns. — O powerful love ! that, in some 
respects, makes a beast a man ; in some other, a man a 
beast. — You were also, Jupiter, a swan, for the love of 
lieda ; — O, omnipotent love ! how near the god drew to 
the complexion of a goose ! — A fault done first in the 
form of a beast ; — O Jove, a beastly fault ! and then 
another fault in the semblance of a fowl ; think on't, 
Jove ; a foul fault. — When gods have hot backs, what 
shall poor men do i For me, 1 am here a Windsor stag; 
and the fattest, I think, i' the forest : Send me a cool 
TUt-time, Jove, or who can blame me to piss my tallow f 
Who comes here? my doe? 

Enter Mrs Ford and Mrs Pagr, 

Mrs Ford. Sh* John ? art thou there, my deer r my 
male deer 
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FaL My doe with the black scut ? — Let the sky rain 
potatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green Sleeves; 
hail kissing*comfits^ and snow eringoes ; let there come 
a tempest of provocation^ I will shelter me here. 

^Embracing her. 

Mrs Ford. Mistress Page is come with me^ sweets 
heart* 

FaL Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch : 
I will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the 
fellow of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your hus- 
bands. Am I a woodman ? ha ! Speak I like Heme the 
Hunter? — Why, now is Cupid a child of conscience; 
he makes restitution. As I am a true spirit, welcome ! 

[Noise within* 

Mrs Page. Alas ! what noise ? 

Mrs Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

Fal. What should this be i 

Fal. I think, the devil will not have me damned, lest 
the oil that is in me should set hell on fire ; he would 
never else cross me thus. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, like a Satyr: Mrs QuiCKLy, 
and Pistol; Anne Page, as the Fairy Queen, at' 
tended by her brother and others, dressed like fairies, 
with waxen tapers on their heads. 

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white. 
You moon-shine revellers, and shades of nighty 
You orphan-heirs of fixed destiny. 

Attend your office, and your quality. 

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 
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Pist. Clves^ list your names; silence, you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windsor chimnies shalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou fiud'st unrak'd^ and hearths unswept. 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry : 
Our radiant queen hates sluts, and sluttery. 

Fal. They are fairies ; he, that speaks to them, shall 
die: 
141 wink and couch : No man their works must eye. 

[Lies down upon hisfocc. 

Eva. Where's Pede ? — Go you, and where you find a 
maid^ 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said. 
Raise up the organs of her fantasy. 
Sleep she as sound as careless infancy; 
But those as sleep, and think not on their sins. 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and 
shins. 

Quick, About, about ; 
Search Windsor castle^ elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom. 
In state as wholesome, as in state 'tis fit; 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm, and every precious flower: 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest. 
With loyal blazon, evermore be blest! 
And nightly, meadow-fairies, look, you sing 
Like to the Garter's compass, in a ring: 
The expressure that it bears, green let it be. 
More fertile-fresh than all the field to sec ; 
And, Ilony soit qui mal y pense, write. 
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In emerald tuftsj flowers purple, blue, and white ; 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery. 
Buckled below fair knight-hood's bending knee: 
Fairies use flowers for their charactery. 
Away; disperse: But, till 'tis one o'clock. 
Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget. 

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in band: yourselves in or- 
der set : 
And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be. 
To guide our measure round about the tree. 
But, stay ; I smell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch fairy ! lest 
he transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o'er-look'd even in th/ 
birth. 

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end : 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend. 
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start. 
It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 

Pist. A trial, come. 

Eva. Come, will this wood take fire i 

[^Thej/ burn him mth their tapen. 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh ! 

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire ! 
About him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme : 
And as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 

Eva. It is right ; indeed he is full of lecheries and 
iniquity. 

Song. Fye on sinful fantasy ! 
Fye on lust and luxury ! 



I 
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Lust is but a bloody ^re, 

Kindkd with unchaste desire, 

Fed in heart; whose Jlames aspire, 

As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher. 

Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; 

Pinch him for his villainy ; 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about. 
Till candles, and star-light, and moonshine be out, 

During this song, the fairies pinch Falstaff Doctor Caius 
comes one way, and steals away a fairy in great ; Slen- 
der another way, and takes off a fairy in white ; and 
Fenton comes, and steals away Mrs r\n ne Page, ji funse 
of hunting is made within. All the fairies run away, 
Falstaff pii//s off his buck's head, and rises. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs Pack, Mrs Fobd. 
They lay hold on him. 

Page, Nay, do not fly : I think, we have watch'd you 
now; 
Will none but Heme the hunter serve your turn ? 

Mrs Page. I pray you, come ; hold up the jest no 
higlier : — 
Now, good sir John, how like you Windsor wives? 
See you these, husband i do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town ? 

Ford, Now, sir, who's a cuckold now ? — Master Brook, 
FalstaflTs a knave, a cuckoldly knave; here are his horns, 
master Brook: And, master Brook, he hath enjoyed no- 
thing of Ford's but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and 
twenty pounds of money; which must be paid to mas- 
ter Brook : his horses are arrested for it, master Brook. 
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Mrz Ford. Sir John^ we have had ill luck ; we could 
never meet. I will never take you for my love again, 
but I will always count you my deer. 

FaL I do begin to perceive that I am made an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofs are extant. 

Fal. And these are not fairies i I was three or four 
times in the thought^ they were not fairies : and yet the 
guiltiness of my mind^ the sudden surprise of my pow- 
ers, drove the grossness of the foppery into a received 
belief, in despite of the teeth of all rhyme and reason, 
that they were fairies. See now, how wit may be made 
a Jack-a-lent, when 'tis upon ill employment ! 

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave your de- 
sires, and fairies will not pinse you. 

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. 

Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray you. 

Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, till thou 
art able to woo her in good English. 

FaL Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried it, 
that it wants matter to prevent so gross o'er-reaching 
as this? Am I ridden with a Welch goat too? Shall I 
have a coxcomb of frize ? 'tis time I were choked with 
a piece of toasted cheese. 

Eva. Seese is not good to give putter; your pelly is 
all putter. 

Fal. Seese and putter ! have I lived to stand at the 
taunt of one that makes fritters of English? This is 
enough to be the decay of lust and late*walking, through 
the realm. 

Mrs Page. Why, sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the head 
and shoulders, and have given ourselves without scru- 
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pie to hell^ that ever the devil could have made yoa 
our delight ? 

Ford. Whatj a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax i 

Mrs Page. A pufied man i 

Page. Old, cold, withered^ and of intolerable entrails? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan f 

Page. And as poor as Job i 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Eva. And given to fornications^ and to taverns^ and 
sack^ and wine^ and metheglins^ and to drinkings^ and 
swearings^ and starings^ pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the start of 
me ; I am dejected ; I am not able to answer the Welch 
flannel : ignorance itself is a plummet o'er me : use me 
as you will. 

Ford. Marry, sir, we'll bring you to Windsor, to one 
master Brook, that you have cozened of money, to whom 
you should have been a pander: over and above that 
you have suffered, I think, to repay that money will be 
a biting affliction. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to make amends : 
Forgive that sum, and so we'll all be friends. 

Ford. Well, here's my hand ; all's forgiven at last. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a pos- 
set to-night at my house ; where I will desire thee to 
laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee : Tell lier^ 
master Slender hath married her daughter. 

Mrs Page. Doctors doubt that: If Anne Page be my 
daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caius' wife. \^jiside. 

Enter Slender. 
Slen. Whoo, ho ! ho ! father Page ! 
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Page, Son ! how now f bow now, son i have you des- 
patched i 

SletL Despatched !— Fil make the best in Glocester- 
shire know on*t; would I were hanged^ la^ else. 

Page. Of what^ son ? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress Anne 
Page^ and she*s a great lubberly boy: If it had not been 
i' the churchy I would have swinged him, or he should 
have swinged me. If I did not think it had been Anne 
Page, would I might never stir, and 'tis a potit-master's 
boy. 

Page, Upon my life then you took the wrong. 

Skn. What need you tell me that? I think so, when 
I took a boy for a girl : If I had been married to him, 
for all he was in woman's apparel, I would not have had 
him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you, how you should know m}' daughter by her gar- 
ments? 

S/en, I went to her in white, and cry'd, mum, and she 
cry'd budget, as Anne and I had appointed ; and yet it 
was not Anne, but a post-master's boy. 

Eva. Jeshu ! Master Slender, cannot you see but 
marry boys ? 

Page. O, I am vexed at heart : What shall I do ? 

Mrs Page. Good George, be not angry: I knew of 
your purpose ; turned my daughter into green ; and, in- 
deed, she is now with the doctor at the deanry, and 
there married. 

Enter Caius* 
Caiut. Vere is mistress Page ? By gar^ I am cozened ; 



f CBNB V. ICEBRT WIVES OF WIND80B. 411 

I ha' married un gar f on, a boy ; un paisan, by gar^ a boy ; 
it is not Anne Page : by gar^ I am cozened. 

Mrs Page, Why^ did you take her in green ? 

Cauis. Ay> be gar^ and 'tis a boy : be gar, I'll raise all 
Windsor, [Exit C a i us. 

Ford. This is strange : Who hath got the right Anne i 

Page. My heart misgives me: Here comes master 
Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. 

How nowj master Fenton f 

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good my mother, par- 
don! 

Page, Now, mistress ? how chance you went not with 
master Slender ? 

Mrs Page, Why went you not with master doctor^ 
maid? 

Pent, You do amaze her : Hear the truth of it. 
You would have married her most shamefully. 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 
The truth is, She and I, long since contracted. 
Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us. 
The offence is holy, that she hath committed : 
And this deceit loses the name of craft. 
Of disobedience, or unduteous title; 
Since therein she doth evitate and shun 
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 

Ford. Stand not amaz'd : here is no remedy : — 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 
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FaL I am glad^ though you have ta'en a special stand 
to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced. 

Page. Well, what remedy f Fen ton, heaven give thee 
joy! 
What cannot be eschew'd, must be embrac'd. 

FaL When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are 

chas'd. 
Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your wedding. 
Mrs Page. Well, I will muse no further: — Master 
Fenton, 
Heaven give you many, many merry days ! — 
Good husband, let us every one go home. 
And laugh this sport o'er by a country fire ; 
Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so : — Sir John, 
To master Brook you yet shall hold your word ; 
For he, to-night, shall lie with mistress Ford. 

{Exeunt. 
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Deiphobus, 

Hellnus, 

- ' \ Trojan Commanders. 
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Calchas, a Trojan Priest , taking part with the Greeks. 

Pandarus, Unck to Cressida. 

Margarelon, a bastard son o/* Priam. 

Agamemnon, the Grecian General : 

Menelaus, his Brother. 

Achilles, 
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T., > Urectan Commanders. 
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DiOMEDBS, 

Patroclus, 

TuERsiTEs, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian. 

Alexander, Servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus; Servant to Paris; Servant to 

DiOMEDES. 

Helen, Wife to Menelaus. 
Andromache, Wife to Hector. 
Cassandra, Daughter to Priam; a Prophetess. 
Cressida, Daughter to Calchas. 
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PROLOGUE, 

In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of Greece 
The princes orgulous^ «their high blood chaf d^ 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships^ 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war : Sixty and nine^ that wore 
Their crownets regain from the Athenian bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is made. 
To ransack Troy : within whose strong immures 
The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus* queen. 
With wanton Paris sleeps ; And that's the quarrel. 
To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plains 
The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions : Priam's six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chctas, Trojan, 
And Antenorides, with massy staples. 
And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 
Sperr up the sons of Troy. 
Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits. 
On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 
Sets all on hazard : — And hither am I come 
A prologue arm'd, — but not in confidence 
Of author's pen, or actor's voice; but suited 
In like conditions as our argument, — 
To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils, 
'Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a play. 
Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are; 
Now good, or bad^ 'tis but the chance of war. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE l.—Tmy. Btfore Phhm's Palaa. 

Enter Troilus armtd, and Pa:*dakvs. 
Tn. Cull here my varlel, I'll unarm iiguiii ; 
Why "hould I wnr »ithoiil the Mulls of Troy, 
That Snd lach cruel battle here within f 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 
Ut him to field ; TroUos, alas 1 hath none. 
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Pan. Will this geer ne'er be mended ? 

2Vo. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their 
strength. 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear. 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance ; 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night. 
And skill-less as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my 
part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He, that 
will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry the 
grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried i 

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the 
bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan, Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the lea- 
vening. 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening: but here's yet in the 
word — hereafter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, 
you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance to 
burn your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e'er she be. 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit ; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor! — when she comes ! — When is she thence? 

Pan, Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever 
I saw her look, or any woman else. 
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Tro. I was about to tell thee, — ^When my heart, 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 
I have (as when the sun doth light a storm,) 
Bury'd this sigh in wrinkle of a smile : 
But sorrow, that is couch*d in seeming gladness. 
Is like that mirth, fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 
Helen's, (well, go to,) there were no more comparison 
between the women, — But, for my part, she is my 
kinswoman; I would not, as they term it, praise her, — 
But I would somebody had heard her talk yesterday, 
as I did. I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's 
wit; but — 

Tro. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee. There my hopes lie drown'd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep . 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's love : Thou answer'st. She is fair ; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gjiit, her voice; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand. 
In whose comparison all whites are ink. 
Writing their own reproach ; To whose soft seizure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou tell'st me^ 
As true thou tell'st me, when I say — I love her; 
But, saying, thus, instead of oil and balm. 
Thou lay'st in every gash, that love hath given me. 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much.' 
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Pan. Taith^ FU not meddle in't. Let her be as she 
is : if she be fair^ 'tis the better for her; an she be 
not, she has the inends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus ! How now^ Pandarus ? 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel ; ill- 
thoiighi on of her^ and ill-thought on of you : gone 
between and between^ but small thanks for m}* labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what^ with 
me? 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore, she's nol 
so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she would 
be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
care I f I care not, an she were a black-a-moor ; 'tis all 
one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's 
a fool to stay behind her father ; let her to the Greeks ; 
and so I'll tell her the next time I see her: for my 
part, I'll meddle nor make no more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me; I will leave 
all as I found it, and there an end. 

[Exit Panoakus. jin alarum. 

Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude 
sounds ! 
Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fair. 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus* 
I cannot fight upon this argument; 
It is too starv'd a subject for my sword. 
But Pandarus — O gods, how do you plague me ! 
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I caunot come to Cressid, but by Pandar ; 
And he's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo. 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love. 
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium, and where she resides. 
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself, the merchant; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter Ms e as. 

Mnc, How now, prince Troilusf wherefore not a- 
field ? 

7Vo. Because not there; This woman's answer sorts. 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 
What news, jEneas, from the field to-day ? 

Mne, That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

Tro. By whom, /Eneas ? 

JEne. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro, Let Paris bleed : 'Tis but a scar to scorn ; 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. [Alarum. 

^ne. Hark ! what good sport is out of town to-day ! 

Tro. Better at home, if would I might, were mn^. — 
But, to the sport abroad ;— Are you bound thither ? 

jEne. In all swift haste. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II.— The same. A Street. 

Etiter Cressida and Alexander. 

Cre$. Who were those went by ? 

Alex. Queen Hecuba^ and Helen. 

Cre$. And whither go they ? 

Alex. Up to the eastern tower. 
Whose height commands as subject all the vale. 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
Before the sun rose, he was harness'd light. 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cres. What was his cause of anger ? 

Alex. The noise goes, this: There is among the 
Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ^ 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cres. Good ; And what of him i 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se. 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men ; unless they are drunk, sick, or 
have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of 
their particular additions ; he is as valiant as the lion, 
churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant : a man into 
whom nature hath so crowded humours, that his valour 
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is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with discretion: 
there is no man hath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpse 
of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries some stain 
of it! he is melancholy without cause, and merry 
against the hair : He bath the joints of every thing; 
but every thing so out of joint, that he is a gouty Bri- 
areus, many hands and no use ; or purblind Argus, all 
eyes and no sight. 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry ? 

Alex. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in the 
battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame 
whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting and wa- 
king. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. Who comes here ? 

Jllex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cres. Hector's a gallant man. 

jllex. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that ? what's that ? 

Ores. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : What do you 
talk of? — Good morrow, Alexander. — How do you, 
cousin ? When were you at Ilium i 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Pan, What were you talking of, when I came? Was 
Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? Helen 
was not up, was she i 

Cra. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

Cres, That were we talking oi^ and of his anger* 



€26 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. ACT I. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cres. So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; he'll 
lay about him to-day^ I can tell them that : and there 
is Troilus will not come far behind him ; let them take 
heed of Troilus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus f Troilus is the better man of 
the two. 

Cres. O, Jupiter, there's no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector i Do 
you know a man, if you see him ? 

Cres. Ay ; if I ever saw him before, and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for, I am sure, he is 
not Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some degrees. 

Cres. Tis just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, he 
were, 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan. 'Condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself? no, he's not himself. — 'Would a' 
were himself! Well, the gods are above ; Time must 
friend, or end : Well, Troilus, well, — 1 would my 
heart were in her body ! — No, Hector is not a better 
man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other's not come to't ; you shall tell me 
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another tale, when the other's come to't. Hector shall 
not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cres. Twould not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen herself 
swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown tavour, 
(for so 'tis, [ must confess,) — Not brown neither. 

Cres, No, but brown. 

Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too 'much : if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than his; 
he having colour enough, and the other higher, is too 
flaming a praise for a good complexion. I had as lief, 
Helen's golden tongue had commended Troiluis for a 
copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him better 
than Paris. 

Cres. Then she's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him 
the other day into a compassed window, — and, you 
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin. 

Crts. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetick may soon bring 
his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, with- 
in three pounds lift as much as his brother Hector. 
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Cre$. Is he so young a man^ and so old a lifter i 

Pan. But, to pro^e to you that Helen loves him ;-^ 
she came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven 
chin, 

Cres. Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I thinks his 
smiling becomes him better than any man in all Phry- 
gia. 

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Paw. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an Hwere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then : — But to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus, 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll prove 
it so. 

Pan. Troilus ? why, he esteems her no more than I 
esteem an addle egg. 

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as you love 
an idle head, you would eat chickens i'the shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she 
tickled his chin ; — Indeed, she has a marvellous white 
hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on 
his chin. 

Cres. Alas, poor chin 1 many a wart is richer* 

Pan. But, there was such laughing; — Queen Hecu- 
ba laughed, that her eyes ran o'er. 

Cres. With mill-stones. 

Pan, And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was a more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes : — Did her eyes run o'er too i 
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Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry^ at the white hair that Helen spied on 
Troilus' chin. 

Cres. A n't had been a green hair^ I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so uiuch at the hair^ as at 
bis pretty answer. 

Cres. What was his answer? 

Pan. Quoth she, Here's but one and fifty hairt on 
your chin, and one of them is white. 

Ores. This is her question. 

Pan. That's true ; make no question of that. One 
and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white : That white hair 
is my father, and all the rest are his sons. Jupiter ! quoth 
she, which of these hairs is Paris, my husband i The fork' 
ed one, quoth he, pluck it out, and give it him. But 
there was such laughing ! and Helen so blushed, and 
Paris so chafed, and all the rest so laughed, that it 
passed. 

Cres. So let it now ; for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on't. 

Cres. So I do. 

Pan. ril be sworn 'tis true ; he will weep you, an' 
'twere a man born in April. 

Cres. And I'll spring up in his tears, an 'twere a net- 
tle against May. [A Retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : Shall 
we stand up here, and see them, as they pass toward 
Ilium i good niece, do ; sweet niece Cressida. 
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Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place ; here we 
may see most bravely : I'll tell you them all by their 
names^ as they pass by ; but mark Troilus above the 
rest. 

^NEAs passes over tlie Stage. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That's ^neas ; Is not that a brave man ? he's 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you ; But mark 
Troilus; you shall see anon. 

Crcs. Vvho's that ? 

Antenor jE?asses over. 

Pan. That's Antenor; he has a shrewd wit, I can 
tell you; and he's a man good enough : he's one o'the 
soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, and a proper 
man of person : — When comes Troilus f — I'll show you 
Troilus anon ; if he see me, you shall see him nod at me. 

Cres, Will he give you the nod t 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes over. 

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that; 
There's a fellow ! — Go thy way. Hector ; — There's a 
brave man, niece. — O brave Hector ! — Look, how he 
looks ! there's a countenance : Is't not a brave man ? 

Cres. O, a brave man ! 

Pan. Is a' not? It does a man's heart good — Look 
you what hacks are on his helmet ! look you yonder, 
do you see? look you there! There's no jesting: there's 
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laying on ; take't off who will^ as they say : there he 
hacks ! 

Cres. Be those with swords ? 

Paris passes over. 

Pan. Swords ? any things he cares not : an the de- 
vil come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does one's 
heart good : — Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Pa- 
ris : look ye yonder, niece ; Is't not a gallant man too, 
is't not f — Why, this is brave now. — Who said, he 
came hurt home to-day ? he's not hurt: why, this will 
do Helen's heart good now. Ha ! 'would I could see 
Troilus now ! — you shall see Troilus anon. 

Crcs. Who's that ? 

Helenus passes over. 

Pan. That's Helenus, — I marvel, where Troilus is : — 
That's Helenus ; — I think he went not forth to-day : — 
That's Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus ? no ; — yes, he'll fight indifferent 
well : — I marvel, where Troilus is ! — Hark ; do you not 
hear the people cry, Troilus ? — Helenus is a priest. 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder i 

Tro 1 LU s passes over. 

Pan. Where f yonder ? that's Deiphobus : Tis Troi- 
lus ! there's a man, niece ! — Hem ! — Brave Troilus ! 
the prince of chivalry ! 

Cres, Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him; note him; — O brave Troilus ! — 
look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his sword is 
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Tlierefore, this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech: 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear. 
Nothing of that shall from mine ejes appear. [EiiY. 



SCENE III.— The Grecian Camp. Before Agamem- 
non's Tent. 

Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, 

Menelaus, and Others. 

Agam. Princes, 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below. 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd ; 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us. 
That we come short of our suppose so far. 
That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand ; 
Sith every action that hath gone before. 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim. 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gav't surmised shape. Why then, you princes. 
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works ; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in men ? 
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The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love : for then^ the bold and coward. 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread. 
The hard and soft, seem'd all afHn'd and kin : 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown. 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan. 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The sea being smooth. 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast^ making their way 
With those of nobler bulk i 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut. 
Bounding between the two moist elements. 
Like Perseus' horse : Where's then the saucy boat. 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbour fled. 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show, and valour's worth divide. 
In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness. 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize. 
Than by. the tiger : but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 
And flies fled under shade. Why, then, the thing of 

courage. 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize. 
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And with an accent tun'd in self-same key. 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamemnon, — 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up» — ^hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — most mighty for thy place and sway,— 

\To Agamemnon. 
And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life, — 

\To Nestob. 
I give to both your speeches, — ^which were such^ 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again. 
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver. 
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axletree 
On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienced tongue, — yet let it please both,-— 
Thou great, — and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 

Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be't of less ex- 
pect 
Tliat matter needless, of importless burden. 
Divide thy lips ; than we are confident. 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws. 
We shall hear musick, wit, and oracle. 

IJlyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down. 
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master. 
But for these instances. 
The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 
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When that the general is not like the bive^ 

To whom the foragers shall all repair^ 

What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded. 

The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask^ 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center. 

Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, formj 

Office, and custom, in all line of order : 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthroned and spher'd 

Amidst the other ; whose med'cinable eye 

Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 

And posts, like the commandment of a king. 

Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planets^ 

In evil mixture, to disorder wander. 

What plagues, and what portents i what mutiny i 

What raging of the sea i shaking of earth i 

Commotions in the winds i frights, changes, horrors. 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture i O, when degree is sbak'd. 

Which is the ladder of all high designs. 

The enterprize is sick ! How could communities. 

Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities. 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores. 

The primogenitive and due of birth^ 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels^ 

But by degree, stand in authentick place i 

Take but degree away, untune that string. 

And hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets 

In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 

Should lift their bonorns higher thaathe shores, 

VOL. XIII. p 
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And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike bis father dead : 

Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong, 

(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite; 

And appetite an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal prey. 

And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate. 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is. 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 

It hath to climb. The general's disdain'd 

By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 

That next, by him beneath : so every step, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick . 

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 

Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot. 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever, whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses^ 
What is the remedy ? 

Vlyu. The great Achilles, — whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame^ 
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Grows dainty of his worthy and in his tent 

Lies mocking our designs: With him^ Patroclus, 

Upon a lazy bed the livelong day 

Breaks scurril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and aukward action 

(Which^ slanderer^ he imitation calls^) 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon^ 

Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 

And, like a strutting player, — ^whose conceit 

Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 

To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 

'Twixt his stretch*d tooting and the scafToldage,— - 

Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 

He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 

Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar'd. 

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd. 

Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 

The large Achilles, on his press'd bed lolling. 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 

Cries — ExctUent ! — 7i« Agamemnon jW. — 

How play me Nestor ; — hem, and stroke thy beard, 

As he, being 'drest to some oration. 

That's done; — as near as the extremest ends 

Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet good Achilles still cries, Excellent! 

'Tis Nestor right! Now play him me, Patroclus, 

Arming to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the iaint defects of age 

Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit/ 

And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivet: — and at this sport. 

Sir Valour dies; cries, 0/ — enough^ Patroclus;-^ 
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Or give me ribt of steel ! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fashion, 
AH our abilities^ gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact. 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce. 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Classes sajs, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 
Ajax is gro\%n self-will'd; and bears his bead 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As t)i*oad Achilles: keeps his tent like him; 
!M:ikes factious feasts; rails on our state of war. 
Bold as an oracle : and sets Thersites 
(A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,) 
To match us in comparisons with dirt; 
To weaken and dibcredit our exposure. 
How rank sot-ver rounded in with danger. 

U/t/ss. I hey tax our policy, and call it cowsnlioe; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war; 
Forc'stall prescience, and est em no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts,-— 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
\^ lien fitness calls them on; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight, — 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity: 
They call this — bed-work, mappery, closet-war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poize. 
They place before his hand, that made the engine ; 
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Or those^ that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest. Let this be granted^ and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis* sons. [Trumpet sounds, 

Agam. What trumpet f look, Menelaus. 

Enter ^neas. 

Mem, From Troy. 

Agam, What would yon 'fore our tent? 

Aine, Is this 
Great Agamemnon's tent^ I pray i 

Agam, Even this. 

jEne, May one, that is a herald, and a prince. 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles' arm 
'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

JEne. Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
"Kntiw them from eyes of other mortals? 

Agam. How? 

jEw^. Ay; 
I ask, that 1 might waken rererence. 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning, when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus: 
Which is that god m office, guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon i 

Agam. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

Aine. Couitiera a» free, as debonair, unarm'd^ 
As bending aagtlg') thttt^t tktm lame in peace : 
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But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls. 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords: and, Jove's ac- 
cord, 
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, iEoeas, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ! 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth. 
If tliat the prais'd himself bring the praise forth : 
But what the repining enemy commends. 
That breath fame follows ^ that praise, sole pure, trans- 
cends. 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself .Xneas ? 

£m. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agam. What's your affair, I pray you i 

Mne, Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Agam. He hears nought privately, that comes from 
Troy. 

jEncn Nor 1 from Troy come not to whisper him: 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent. 
And then to speak. 

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind; 
It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 
He tells thee so himself. 

Mne. Trumpet, blow loud. 
Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ;— ' 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know. 
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

\Trump€i MovndM^ 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince called Hector, (Priam is his father,) 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
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Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet^ 
And to this purpose speak. Kings^ princes^ lords ! 
If there be one, among tlie fair'st of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth. 
In other arms than hers, — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call. 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come. Hector shall honour him ; 
If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires. 
The Grecian dames are sun-burn'd, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam. This shall be told our lovers, lord ^neas^ 
If none of them have soul in such a kind. 
We left them all at home : But we are soldiers ; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 
If then one is, or hith, or means to be. 
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he. 

"NtU. Tell him of Nestor; one, that was a mai^ 
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : he is old now; 
But, if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fice 
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To answer for his love. Tell him from me,-* 
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver. 
And ia my vantbrace put this wither*d brawn; 
And, meeting him, will tell him. That my lady 
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world : His yooth in flood, 
I'll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

Mne, Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth! 

Ulyss. Amen. 

Agam. Fair lord £neas, let me touch yoor hand; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece^ from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go. 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[EatufU all but Ultssbs 4md Nestob* 

Uli/ss. Nestor, 

Nest. What says Ulysses? 

U/yss. I have a young conception in my bniny 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape* 

Nest. Whatis't? 

Ulyss. This 'tis : 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded prid^ 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropped,. 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil. 
To overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how ? 

Vlyss. Thia challenge, that the gallant Hector tcnds^ 
However it is spread in general name. 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even u 
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Whose grossness little characters sum up : 

Aad^ in the publication^ make no strain^ 

But that Achilles^ were bis brain as barren 

As banks of Libya^ — though^ Apollo knows, 

Tis dry enough, — will with great speed of judgments 

Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 

Pointing on him. 

Vlyss. And wake him to the answer, think you \ 

Nest, Yes, 
It is most meet ; Whom may you else oppose. 
That can from Hector bring those honours off. 
If not Achilles? Thought be a sportful combat. 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their fin'st palate : And trust to me, Ulysie^ 
Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action : for the success. 
Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 
And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is supposed. 
He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice : 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 
Makes merit her election; and doth boil. 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man distilFd 
Out of our virtues; Who miscarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part. 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 
Which cntertain'd, limbs are his instruments. 



£46 TRaiLUS AND CRESSIDA. ACT I. 

In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ufyss, Give pardon to my speech ; — 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares. 
And think, perchance, they'll sell ; if not. 
The lustre of the better shall exceed. 
By showing the worse first. Do not consent. 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For both our honour and our shame, in this. 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes ; what are 
they? 

Vlyss, What glory our Achilles shares from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent; 
And we were better parch in Africk sun. 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes. 
Should he 'scape Hector fair : If he were foil'd. 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector : Among ourselvef. 
Give him allowance for the better man. 
For that will physick the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 
We'll dress him up in voices : If he fail. 
Yet go we under our opinion still. 
That we have better men. But, bit or miss. 
Our project's life this shape of sense assumes,— « 
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Ajax^ employ'd^ plucks down Achilles' plumes. 

Nest. Ulyssesj 
Now I begin to relish thy advice ; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 
Must tarre the mastiflb on, as 'twere their bone. 
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ACT 11. 



SCENE h—Jnoiher part (fthe Greciam Cm§^ 

Enter Ajax and Thbrsites. 

jfjax. TherRites, • 

Ther. Agamemnon — how if he had boils? full, all 
over, generally ? 

jijax. Thersites, 

Ther. And those boils did run? — Say so, — did not the 
general run then ? were not that a botchy core ? 

Jjax. Dog, 

Ther. Then would come some matter from him ; I 
see none now. 

jijax. Thou bitch-wolf's son, canst thou not hear? 
Feel then. [Strikes him. 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel 
beef-witted lord ! 

Ajax, Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak : 
I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. 1 shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: 
but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration, than 
thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canst strike^ 
canst thou ? a red murrain o'thy jade's tricks ! 

jijax. Toads-stool^ learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou strikest 
me thus ? 

Ajax. The proclamation,— 
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Thrr. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

jfjax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch. 

. Tker. I would, thou didst itch from head to foot^and 

I had the sc^rutchmg of thee ; I would make thee the 

loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou art forth in 

the incursions, thou strikcst as slow as another.. 

jijax. I say, the proclamation, 

Thrr, Thou grum blest and railest every hour on 
Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his greatness, 
as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thou 
barkest at him. 

j^jax. Mistress Thersites ! 

Tker, Thou shouldest strike him. 

j^jax. Cobloaf! 

Thtr. He would pun thee into sbivere with hit fist, 
as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

j4jax. You whoreson cur! {^Beating him. 

Thtr. Do, do. 

Jtljax. Thou stool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou 
hast no more brain than I have in mine elbows; an as* 
sini'go may tutor thee : Thou scurvy valiant ass I thou 
art iiere put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art bought 
and sold among those of any wit, like a Barbarian slave. 
If thou use to beat me, i will begin at Uiy heel, and tell 
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou I 

Ajnx, You dog ! 

Ther, You scurvy lord ! 

Jjax, You cur! {Beating him. 

Ther, Mars his idiot I do, rudeness; do, camel; do, 
do. 
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Enter Achillbs and Patroclus. 

Achil. Why, how now> Ajax ? wherefore do you thus? 
How DOW, Thersites ? what's the matter, mau i 

Ther. Yon see him there, do you ? 

AchiL Ay, what's the matter ? 

Ther, Nay, look upoD him. 

Achil So I do ; What's the matter ? 

Thtr. Nay, but regard him well. 

AcJnl. Well, why I do so. 

Ther, But yet you look DOt well upon him : for who- 
soever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

AchiL I kDow that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters ! 
his evasions have ears thus long. I have bobbed his 
brain, more than he has beat my bones : I will buy nine 
sparrows for a penny, and his pia matter is not worth 
the ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax, 
— who wears his wit in his belly, and his guts in his 
bead, — I'll tell you what I say of him. 

Achil. What? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax 

Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offers to strike hiniy Achilles interposes. 

Thcr. Has not so much wit 

Achil. Nay, I must hold }'ou. 

Thcr. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for 
vhom he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool ! 
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Ther. I would have peace and quietness^ but the fool' 
will nol : he there ; that he ; look you there. 

Ajax. O thou damned cur ! I shall 

JchiL Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther. No^ I warrant you ; for a fool's will shame it. 

Patr. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. What's the quarrel ? 

Jjax. I bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenourof 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I serve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not vo- 
luntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was here 
the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Ther. Even so ? — a great deal of your wit too lies in 
your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have 
a great catch, if he knock out either of your brains ; 'a 
were as good crack a fusty nut with no kernel. 

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther. There's Ulysses, and old Nestor, — whose wit 
was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, 
— yoke you like draught oxen, and make you plough 
up the wars. 

Achil. What, what ? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth ; To, Achilles! to, Ajax! to! 

Ajax. 1 shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. Tis no matter ; I shall speak as much as thou, 
afterwards. 

Patr. No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach bids 
me, shall I i 
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jlekiL There's for yoa^ Patmclai. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I 
come any more to, your tents ; I will keep where there 
is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [£rt/- 

Patr. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaimed through all our 
host : 
That Hector, by the first hour of the sun. 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms. 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know not what; 'tis trash: Farewell. 

Ajax, Farewell. Who shall answer him? 

Achil, I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise. 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning you : — I'll go learn more of it. 

[ExewU. 



SCENE II.— Troy. A Roam in Priam's Palace. 

JEmtcr Pri AM, Hector, Troi lus, jPari s, avd Helenus. 

Prt. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent. 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 
As honour, loss oftimt, travel, expence, 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is comum*d 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war, — 
Shall be struck off: — Hector, what say you to'tf 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as toucheth my particular^ yet. 
Dread Priam, 
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There is no lady of more softer bowels. 

More spungy to suck in the sense of fear. 

More ready to cry out — fVho knows what follows? 

Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety. 

Surety secure; but modest doubt is call'd 

The beacon of the wise ; the tent, that searches 

To tlic bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 

Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dismes. 

Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours : 

If we have lost so many tenths of ours. 

To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us. 

Had it our name, the value of one ten ; 

What merit's in that reason, which denies 

llie yielding of her up ? 

Tro, Fye, fye, my brother ! 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king. 
So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces i will you with counters sum 
The past-proportion of his infinite ? 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless. 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons i fye, for godly shame! 

HeL No marvel, though }'ou bite so sliarp at rea- 
sons. 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons. 
Because your speech hath none, that tells him so i 

Tro, You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 
priest. 
You fur 3'our gloves with reason. Here are your rea- 
sons : 

VOL. XUK Q 
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You know, an enemy intends you harm; 

You know, a bword ejnploy'd is perilous^ 

And reason flies rhe objeet of all Ijarm: 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beboldg 

A Grecian and liis sword, if he do set 

The very wings of reason to his heels; 

And fly hke chidden Vlercurv from Jove, 

Or like a star dis-orb'd ? — Nay, if we talk of reason^ 

Let's shut our gates, and sleep : Mauiiood and honour 

Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 

thoughts 
With this eraninrd reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 

JJeci, Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught, but as 'tis valued? 

IJect. But value dwells not in particular will; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
As> in the prizer: *tis mad idolatry, 
lo make the service greater than the god; 
And tiie will dotes, that is attributive 
To vVhat infectious! V itself aflx^cts. 
Without some image of the affected merit. 

Tro. 1 take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shore* 
Of will aiid judgment: How may I avoid. 
Although mj' will distaste what it elected. 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honoiur e 
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We turn not back the silks upon the merchant^ 
When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve. 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet^ 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce. 
And did him service: he touch'd the ports desir'd; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive. 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and fresh- 
ness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is she worth keeping i why, she is a pearl. 
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships. 
And turned crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went, 
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd — Go, go,) 
If you'll confess, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp\l your hands. 
And cry'd — lucstimabU !) why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 
And do a deed that fortune never did. 
Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 
Richer than sea and land f O theft most base : 
That we have stolen what we do fear to keep! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen. 
That in their country did tlicm that disgrace. 
We foar to warrant in our native place ! 

Cas. [/r//A/«.] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pri. What noise? what shriek is this? 
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Tro. Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 
Cas. [fVithin.'] Cry, Trojans! 
Hect. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassandra, raving. 

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes. 
And I will fill them with prophetick tears. 

Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders. 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry. 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears ! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly llion stand ; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a woe : 
Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [£rtY. 

Ueci. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high 
strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason. 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 
Can qualify the same? 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 
Because Cassandra's mad ; her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel. 
Which hath our several honours all engag'd 
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To make it gracious. For my private part^ 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons : 
And Jove forbid^ there should be done amongst us 
Such things, as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counsels : 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these my single arms i 
What propugnation is in one man's valour^ 
To stand the push and enmity of those. 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest^ 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties. 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done. 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri, Paris, you speak 
Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen. 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up 
On terms of base compulsion i Can it be. 
That so degenerate a strain as this 
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ? 
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There's not the meanest spirit on our party. 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw. 
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble. 
Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfam'd. 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say. 
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 
Tiie world's large spaces cannot parallel. 

Iltct. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloz'd, — but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 
The reasons, you allege, do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper'd blood. 
Than to make up a free determination 
'Twixt right and wrong ; For pleasure and revenge 
Have cars more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves. 
All dues be rendered to the owners ; Now, 
What nearer debt in all humanity. 
Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through aifeclion ; 
And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation. 
To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, — 
As it is known she is, — these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back return'd : Thus to persist 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 
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But makes it mucli more lieavy. Hector's opinion 

Is this, in way of Irutli : yet, nc'erthcless. 

My spriteiy brethren, I propend to you 

In resohilion to keep Helen S'ili; 

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependance 

Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch'd the life of our design; 
Were it not glory that we more aftected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens^ 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renoivn ; 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds : 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes. 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory. 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action^ 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Ilect, I am yours, 
You valiant oifspring of great Priamus. — 
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits: 
I was advertis'd, their great general slept^ 
Whilst emulation in the army crept ; 
This^ 1 presume^ will wake him. lExeuni, 



260 TROILU8 AND CRESSIDA. ACT II. 



SCENE III. — The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' 

Tent. 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther. How now, Thersites i what, lost in the la- 
byrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it 
thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy satis- 
faction ! 'would, it were otherwise ; that I could beat 
him, whilst he railed at me : 'Sfoot, I'll learn to con- 
jure and raise devils, but I'll see some issue of my spite- 
ful execrations. Then there's Achilles, — a rare en- 
gineer. If Troy be not taken till these two undermine 
it, the wails will stand till they fall of themselves. O 
thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that 
thou art Jove the king of gods; and. Mercury, lose 
all the serpentine craft of thy Caduceus; if ye take not 
that little little less-than-little wit from them that they 
have ! which short-armed ignorance itself knows is so 
abundant scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a 
fly from a spider, without drawing their massy irons^ 
and cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on the 
whole camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that, me- 
thinks, is the curse dependant on those that war for a 
placket. I have said my prayers ; and devil, envy, 
say Amen. What, ho ! my lord Achilles ! 

Enter Patroclus. 

Patr. Who's there ? Thersites f Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther* If I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit. 



SCENE III. TR01LUS AND CUESSlDA. 2(31 

thou wouldest not have slipped out of my contempla- 
tion : but it is no matter; Thyself upon thyself! The 
common curse of mankind, folly and ignorance^ be 
thine in great revenue ! heaven bless thee from a tu- 
tor^ and discipline come not near thee ! Let thy blood 
be thy direction till thy death ! then if she^ that lays 
thee out^ says — thou art a fair corse^ Pll be sworn and 
sworn upon't, she never shrouded any but lazars. 
Amen. Where's Achilles ? 

Patr. What, art thou devout? wast thou in prayer? 

Ther. Ay ; The heavens hear me ! 

Eit^^r Achilles. 

Jchil. Who's there ? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

AchiL Where, where ? — ^Art thou come ? Why, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thy- 
self in to my table so many meals? Come; what's 
Agamemnon r 

Ther, Thy commander, Achilles; — ^Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what's Achilles ? 

Pair, Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell *me, I pray 
thee, what's thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus; Then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what art thou ? 

Pair. Thou mayest tell, that knowest, 

AchiL O, tell, tell. 

Ther. I'll decline the whole question. Agamemnon 
commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am Patro- 
clus' knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Pair. You rascal ! 

Ther. Peace, fool ; I have not dune. 
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jic/uL He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther. Agameainon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; 

Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a 

fool. 

Achil. Derive this ; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga- 
memnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool ; and 
Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Pair. Why am I a fool ? 

Thtr. Make that demand of the prover. — It suffices 
me, thou art. Look you, who comes here i 

Either Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestob, Diomedes, 

and Ajax. 

Achil. Patroclus, FU speak with nobody : — Come in 
with me, Thersites. [Exit. 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and 
such knavery ! all the ai'gument is, a cuckold, and a 
whore ; A good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, and 
bleed to death upon. Now the dry serpigo on the sub- 
ject ! and war, and lechery, confound all ! [Exit. 

Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Patr, Within his tent; but ill-dispos'd, my lord. 

Agam. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him : 
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place. 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr. I shall say so to him. [£rtY. 
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Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent ; 
He is not sick. 

Jjax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : you may 
call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, by 
my head, 'tis pride : But why, why ? let him show us 
a cause. — A word, my lord. 

\Take$ Agamemnon aside. 

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Vlj/is. Achilles hath inveigled bis fool from him. 

Nest. Who? Thersitesf 

U/yss. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost 
his argument. 

U/yss. No ; you see, he is his argument, that has his 
argument ; Achilles. 

Nest. All the better ; their fraction is more our wish, 
than their faction : But it was a strong composure, a 
fool could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly may 
easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 

Nest. No Achilles with him. 

Vlj/ss. llie elephant hath joints, but none for cour- 
tesy : his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure. 

Pair. Achilles bids me say — he is much sorry. 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state^ 
To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other. 
But, for your health and your digestion sake. 
An after-dinner's breath. 

Agam. Hear you^ Patroclus ; — 
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We are too well acquainted with these answers : 

But his evasion^ wing'd thus swift with scom^ 

Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 

Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues,—- 

Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 

Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 

Are like to rot untasted Go and tell him. 

We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin. 

If you do say — we think him over-proud. 

And under-honest; in self-assumption greater. 

Than in the note of judgment ; and worthier than 

himself 
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command. 
And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this ; and add. 
That, if he overbold his price so much. 
We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this repoit — 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 
A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant: — ^Tell him so. 

Patr, I shall ; and bring his answer presently. 

lExit. 

Agam. In second voice we'll not be satisfied. 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter. 

[^Emt Ulysses. 



k. 
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Ajax. What is he more than another ? 

Agam. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajfuc. Is he so much i Do you not think^ he thinks 
himself a better man than I am ? 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought^ and say — ^he 
isP 

Agam, No^ noble Ajax ; you are as strongs as va- 
liant, as wise, no less noble^ much more gentle, and al- 
together more tractable. 

Ajax, Why should a man be proud i How doth pride 
grow ? I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your vir- 
tues the fairer. He, that is proud, eats up himself: 
pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his own chro- 
nicle ; and whatever praises itself but in the deed, de- 
vours the deed in the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen- 
dering of toads. 

NeU. And yet he loves himself : Is it not strange i 

lAside. 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Vlysi. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. What's his excuse ? 

Ulysi. He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the stream of his dispose. 
Without observance or respect of any. 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 
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(7/yss. Things small as nothings for request's sake 
only. 
He makes important : Possessed he is with greatness ; 
And speaks not to himself^ but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse. 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages. 
And batters down himself: What should I say? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry — No recovery. 

Agam, Let Ajax go to him. — 
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent : 
Tis said, he holds you well; and will be led. 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so! 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : Shall the proud lord. 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam ; 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thouglits, — save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself, — shall he be woi*shipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he F 
No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired ; 
Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit. 
As amply titled as Achilles is. 
By going to Achilles : 
That were to enlard his fat-already pride : 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 
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And say in thunder — AchiUt$y go to him. 

Nest, O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. 

IJsidi. 
Dio, And how his silence drinks up this applause ! 

Ajax, If I go to him^ with my arm'd fist TU pash 
him 
Over the face. 

Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax, An he be proud with me, 1*11 pheeze his pride: 
IiCt me go to him. 

Uly$s, Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow, 

Nest. How he describes 

Himself ! [Andt. 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable i 

U/t/ss. The raven 
Chides blackness. [Audc. 

Ajax, I will let his humours blood. 

Agam. He*ll be physician, that should be the patient. 

lAsidc. 

Ajnx. An all men 
Were o'my mind, 

Uli/!is, Wit would be out of fashion. [Aside. 

Ajax. He should not bear it so. 
He should eat swords first : Shall pride carry it i 

Nest. An 'twould, you'd carry half. [Aside. 

Uiyss He'd have ten shares. [Aside. 

Ajax. I'll knead him, I will make him supple:— — 

Nest. He's not yet thorough warm : force him with 
praises : 
Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [Aside. 
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Ufyss. My lord^ you feed too much on this dislike. 

[To Agamemnon. 

Nest. O noble general^ do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

U/yss. Why, 'tis this naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — But 'tis before his face; 
I will be silent. 

Ntst. Wherefore should you so ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

jijax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus with us ! 
I would, he were a Trojan ! 

Nest. What a vice 
Were it in Ajax now 

Ul^. If he were proud? 

Dio. Or covetous of praise ? 

Vlyss. Ay, or surly borne i 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ? 

Vlyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure ; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck : 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition : 
But he that disciplined thy arms to fight. 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour. 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here's Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; — 
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But pardon^ father Nestor^ were your days 
As green as Ajax'^ and your brain so temper'd^ 
You should not have the eminence of him^ 
But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father ? 

Nesi. Ay^ my good son. 

Dto. Be rul'd by him^ lord Ajax. ^ 

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war ; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow^ 
We must with all our main of power stand fast : 
And here's a lord^ — come knights from east to west^ 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

jigam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
light boats sail swift^ though greater hulks draw deep. 

lExcunt. 
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ACT m. 



SCENE L—Trof. J Room u Pbiam's P^Uce. 

Emler Paxdabus mmd « Strcami. 

Pom. Friend ! voa ! praj jou, a word : Do not joa 
foUow the voan:; lord Paris f 

&rr. Avy >ir, when he goes before me. 

Pam. Yoa do depend upon him, I mean : 

&rr. Sir, I do depend apon the lord. 

Pan. YoQ do depend upon a noble gentleman ; I 
must needs praiie him. 

&rr. The lord be praised ! 

Pam. You know me. do von not : 

&rr. 'Faith y sir, superficially. 

Pail. Friend, know me better ; I am the lord Pan 
dams. 

Sere. I hope, I shall know joor honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

&rv. You are in a state of grace. [Ifaoicik wiikim. 

Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ; honour and lordship 
are mv titles : — ^\Vhat musick is this r 

Sere. I do but partly know, sir ; it is musick in parts. 

Pan, Know vou the musicians i 

Sfrc. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to ? 

Sere. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure^ friend I 
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Serv. At mine^ sir^ and theirs that love musick. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; I am 
too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At whose re- 
quest do these men play f 

Serv. That's to't, indeed, sir: Marry, sir, at the re- 
quest of Paris my lord, who is there in person ; with 
him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's 
invisible soul, • 

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida ? 

Serv. No, sir, Helen ; Could you not find out that 
by her attributes ? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen 
the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from 
the prince Troilus : I will make a complimental assault 
upon him, for my business seeths. 

Serv. Sodden business ! there's a stewed phrase in- 
deed ! 

Enter Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide 
them ! especially to you, fair queen ! fair thoughts be 
your fair pillow ! 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.— 
Fair prince, here is good broken musick. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin : and, by my life, 
you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece it out 
with a piece of your performance : — Mell, he is full of 
harmony. 

Pifn. Trulpr, lady, no. 
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Helen. O, sir, — 

Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par, Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits. 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — » 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we'll hear 
you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me. — 
But (marry) thus, my lord, ^— My dear lord, and most 
esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends him- 
self most affectionately to you. 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody : If 
you do, our melancholy upon your head !. 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that's a sweet 
queen, i'faith. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour of- 
fence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall 
it not, in truth, la. Nay, 1 care not for such words ; 
no, no. — ^And, my lord, he desires you, that, if the 
king call foi him at supper, you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, — my very very 
sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit's in hand? where sups he to- 
night ? 

Helen. Nay, but my lord, 

Pan. What says my sweet queen f — My cousin will 
fall out with you. You must not know where he supg. 

Par. I'll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida. 
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Pan. Noj no^ no such matter^ you are wide; come^ 
your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, Pll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say — 
Cressida ? no, your poor disposer's sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy f — Come, give me 
an instrument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she'll none of him ; they two are twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make them 
three. 

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this ; I'll 
sing you a song now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, sweet 
lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo us 
all. O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i'faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so : 

Love, love, nothing but lave, still more / 

For, oh, love's bow 

Shoots buck and doe : 

The shaft confounds 

Not that it wounds. 
But tickles still the sore. 
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These lovers cry — Oh ! oh ! they die ! 

Ytt t/iat, which seems the wound to kill. 
Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha ! ha ! he ! 

So dying love lives still : 
Oh! oh! a whiU, but ha! ha! ha! 
Oh ! oh ! groans out for ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hey ho ! 

Helen. In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and that 
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts^ 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is 
love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot bloody hot 
thoughts^ and hot deeds? — Why, they are vipers: Is 
love a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a-field 
to-day f 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy: I would fain have armed to- 
night, but my Nell would not have it so. How chance 
my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the. lip at something; — ^you know 
all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to hear how 
they sped to-day. — You'll remember your brother's ex- 
cuse? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen^ [Exit* 

[A Retreat sounded. 



k 



SCENE II. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. ii!J5 

Par. They are come from field: let us to Priam's 
hall^ 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles. 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd. 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel. 
Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his servant, Paris : 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have; 
Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par, Sweet, above thought I love thee. ^Exeunt. 



SCENE IL— The same. Pandarus' Orchard. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now? where's thy master? at my cousin 
Cressida's ? 

Sere. Noi sir : he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. O, here he comes. — How now, how now ? 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. \_Exit Servant. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin? 

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields^ 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
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Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings. 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan. Walk here i'the orchard. Til bring her straight. 

lExit Pandabus. 

Tro. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet. 
That it enchants my sense; What will it be. 
When that the wat'ry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar ? death, I fear me ; 
Swooning destruction; or some joy too fine. 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness. 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides. 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come straight : 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and fetches 
her wind so short, as if she were frayed with a sprite : 
I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain : — she fetches 
her breath as short as a new-ta'en sparrow. 

lExit Pandarus. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom : 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 
Like vassalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majesty. 
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Enter Pandarus and Ceessida. 

Pan. Come^ come^ what need you blush i shame's a 
baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to her, 
that you have sworn to me. — What, are you gone 
again? you must be watched ere you be made tame, 
must you i Come your ways, come your ways ; an you 
draw backward, we'll put you i'the fills.— Why do you 
not speak to her?— Come, draw this curtain, and let's 
see your picture. Alas the day, how loath you are to 
offend daylight! an 'twere dark, you'd close sooner. 
So, so ; rub on, and kiss the mistress. How now, a kiss 
in fee-farm! build there, carpenter; the air is sweet. 
Nay, you shall fight your hearts out, ere I part you. 
The falcon as the tercel, for all the ducks i'the river: 
go to, go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but she'll 
berctive you of the deeds too, if she call your activity 
in question. What, billing again ? Here's — In wiineu 
whereof the parties interchangeably — Come in, come in ; 
I'll go get a fire. [Exit Pandaeus. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord? 

Tro, O Cressida, how often have I wished me thus ! 

Cres. Wished, my lord ? — ^The gods grant ! — O my 
lord! 

Tro. What should they grant? what makes this pretty 
abruption ? What too curious dreg espies my sweet lady 
in the fountain of our love ? 

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

Tro. Fears make devils cherubins; they never see 
truly. 
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Cres. Blind fear^ that seeing reason leacls^ finds safer 
footing than blind reason stumbling without fear : To 
fear the worst, oft cures the worst. 

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all Cu^ 
pid's pageant there is presented no monster. 

Crcs. Nor nothing monstrous neither i 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vow 
to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers; think- 
ing it harder for our mistress to devise impositioa 
enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty imposed. 
This is the monstruosity in love, lady, — that the will is 
infinite, and the execution confined ; that the desire is 
boundless, and the act a slave to limit. 

Cres, They say, all lovers swear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they 
never perform ; vowing more than the perfection often, 
and discharging less than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of lions, and the act of hares, are 
they not monsters ? 

Tro, Are there such ? such are not we : Praise us as 
we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head shall go 
bare, till merit crown it: no perfection in reversion 
shall have a praise in present: we will not name desert, 
before his birth ; and, being born, his addition shall be 
humble. Few words to fair faith : Troilus shall be such 
to Cressid, as what envy can say worst, shall be a mock 
for his truth ; and what truth can speak truest, not truer 
than Troilus. 

Cres, Will you walk in, my lord ? 
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Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What^ blushing still ? have you not done talk-' 
ing yet ? 

Cres. Wellj uncle^ what folly I commit, I dedicate to 

you. 

Pan. I thank you for that; if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me : Be true to my lord : if he 
flmch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages; your uncle's 
wordy and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too ; our kind- 
red, though they be long ere they are wooed, they are 
constant, being won : they are burs, I can tell you ; 
they'll stick where they are thrown^ 

Cret. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart: — 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord. 
With the first glance that ever — Pardon me ; — 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now ; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it: — in faith, I lie; 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : Sec, we fools ! 
Why have 1 blabb'd ? who shall be true to us. 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 
But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wisli'd myself a man ; 
Or that we women had men's privilege 
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Of speaking first. Sweety bid me hold my tongue; 
For^ in this rapture^ I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence. 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet musick issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i'faith. 

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me; 
Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 
I am asham'd ; — O heavens ! what have I done ? — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid f 

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow morn- 
ing, 

Cre$. Pray you, content you. 

Tro. Wliat offends you, lady ? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 
Yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try : 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave. 
To be another's fool. I would be gone :— ' 
Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak, that speak so 
wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more crafib than 
love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 
To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise ; 
Or else you love not : For to be wise, and love. 
Exceeds man's might; that dwells with gods above. 



SCENE II. TROILUS AND CKBSSIDA. £81 

Tro. Of that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth. 
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifler than blood decays ! 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ; 
How were I then uplided ! but, alas, 
I am as true as truth's simplicity. 
And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I'll war with you. 

Tro, O virtuous fight. 
When right with right wars who shall be most right! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes. 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare. 
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration, — 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon. 
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the center,-^ 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth. 
As truth's authentick author to be cited. 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse. 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Crcs, Prophet may you be ! 
If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot itself. 
When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 
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And mighty stales characterless are grated 

To dusty nothing; yet let memory. 

From false to false, among false maids in love, 

Uphraid my falsehood ! when they have said — as false 

As air^ as water, wind, or sandy earth. 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heiler's calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood. 

As false as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it; I'll be 
the witness. — Here I hold your hand ; here, my cou- 
sin's. If ever you prove false one to another, since I 
have taken such pains to bring you together, let all 
pitiful goers-between be called to the world's end after 
my name, call them all — Pandars ; let all constant men 
be Troiluses, all false women Cressids, and all broker»- 
between Pandars ! say, amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a cham- 
ber and a bed, which bed, because it shall not speak of 
your pretty encounters, press it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here. 

Bed, chamber^ Pandar to provide this geer ! 
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SCENE III.— rAe Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agamemnon^ Ulysses^ Diomedes^ Nestor^ 
Ajax^ Menelaus^ and Calchas. 

Cat. Now, princes, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind. 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession, 
Incurr'd a traitor's name ; expos'd myself^ 
From certain and possessed conveniencies. 
To doubtful fortunes ; sequest'ring from me all. 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and conditiouj 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature; 
And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted: 
I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 
To give me now a little benefit. 
Out of those many registered in promise. 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

jigam. What would'st thou of us, Trojan f make de 
mand. 

CaL You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you, (often have you thanivs therefore,) 
Desir'd my Cressid in right great exchange, 
Wliom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor^ 
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs. 
That their negotiations all must slack. 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
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Give us a prince of bloody a son of Priam^ 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes^ 
And he shall buy my daughter; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done^ 
In most accepted pain. 

jigam. Let Diomedes bear him. 
And bring us Cressid hither; Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed^ 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal, bring word — if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his challenge ; Ajax is ready* 

Dio. This shall I undertake ; and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

lExeimt Diomedes and Calchas. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their Tent. 

Ulffss. Achilles stands i'the entrance of his tent > 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him. 
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all. 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him: 
I will come last : Tis like, he'll question me. 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why tum'd on him : 
If so, I have derision med'cinable. 
To use between your strangeness and his pride. 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink ; 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam. We'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ; — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not. 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
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Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

jichiL What^ comes the general to speak with me } 
You know my mind^ TU fight no more 'gainst Troy. 

Agam. What says Achilles ? would he aught with 
usP 

HeU. Would you^ my lord^ aught with the general I 

AchiL No. 

Hat. Nothings my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 

AchiL Good day^ good day. 

Men, How do you ? how do you ? 

[Exit Menelaus* 

AchiL What^ does the cuckold scorn me i 

Ajax. How Bowj Patroclus f 

AchiL Good morrow^ Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

AchiL Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ajy and good next day too. [Exit Ajax. 

AchiL What mean these fellows? Know they not 
Achilles ? 

Pair. They pass by strangely : they were us'd to 
bend. 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly^ as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

AckiL What, am I poor of late ? 
*Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune. 
Must fall out with men too : What the declin'd is. 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer; 

VOL. XIII. 8 
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And not a man^ for being simply man^ 

Hath any honour; but honour for those honours 

That are without him, as place, riches, favour. 

Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 

The love that leaned on them as slippery too^ 

Do one pluck down another, and togethei 

Die in the fall. But 'lis not so with me: 

Fortune and I are friends ; 1 do enjoy 

At ample point all that I did possess. 

Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 

Something not worth in me such rich beholding 

As they have often given. Here is Ulysses; 

I'll interrupt his reading. — 

How now, Ulysses ? 

Vlyss. Now, great Thetis' son ? 

AchiL What are you reading ? 

Vlifss. A strange fellow here 
Writes me. That man — how dearly ever parted^ 
How much in having, or without, or in, — 
Cannot make boast to have that which he hath. 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AchiL This is not strange, Ulysses. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face. 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold itself. 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
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For speculation turns not to itself^ 

Till it hath traveird, and is married there 

Where it may see itself: this is not strange at all. 

Vlyss. I do not strain at the position^ 
It is familiar; but at the author's drift: 
Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves — 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much consisting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught. 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause. 
Where they are extended; which, like an arch rever- 
berates 
The voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 
That has he knows not what. Mature, what things 

there are. 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use ! 
What things again most dear in the esteem. 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow. 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 
Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what some men do. 
While some men leave to do ! 
How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall. 
Whiles Others play the idiots in her eyes! 
How one man eats into another's pride. 
While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 
To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already 
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They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder; 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast^ 
And great Troy shrinking. 

AehiL I do believe it : for they pass'd by me^ 
As misers do by beggars; neither gave to me 
Good word^ nor look : What^ are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyss. Time hath^ my lord^ a wallet at bis back> 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion^ 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past : which are devoured 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to bang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty nail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons. 
That one by one pursue: If you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by. 
And leave you hindmost; — 
Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank. 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on: Then what they do, in pre- 
sent. 
Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours: 
For time is like a fashionable host. 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand; 
And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles. 
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
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Remuneration for the thing it was ; 

For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 

That all, with one consent, praise new-bom gawds. 

Though they are made and moulded of things past;^ 

And give to dust, that is a little gilt. 

More laud than gilt o'er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object: 

Then marvel not, thou great and c6mplete man. 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye. 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee. 

And still it might ; and yet it may again. 

If thou would'st not entomb thyself alive. 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late. 

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves. 

And drave great Mars to faction. 

Achil. Of this ray privacy 
I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But 'gainst your privacy 
The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

AchiL Ha! known? 

Ulyss, Is that a wonder ? 
The providence, that's in a watchful state. 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold ; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprebensive deeps ; 
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Keeps place with thought, and almost^ 1-^e the gods^ 

Does ilioughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 

There is a mystery (with whom relation 

Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ; 

Which halh an operation more divine^ 

Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to : 

All the commerce, that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord; 

And better would it fit Achilles much. 

To throw down Hector than Polyxena: 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 

When Fame shall in our islands sound her trump; 

And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, — • 

Great Hector's sister did Achilles win ; 

But our threat Ajax bravely beat down him. 

Farewell, ray lord : I as your lover speak ; 

The tool slides o'er the ice that you should break. 

iExH. 

Pair, To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you: 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemned for this; 
They ihink, my little stomach to the war. 
And your great love to me, restrains you thus: 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane. 
Be shook to air. 

Jc/nL Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Patr. Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour by 
him. 

AchiL 1 see, my reputation is at stake ; 
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My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 

Patr. O, then beware; 
Those wounds heal ill^ that men do give themselves : 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission lo a blank ol' danger; 
And danger^ like an ague> subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

AchiL Go call Thersites hither^ sweet Patroclus : 
V\\ send the fool to Ajax> and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat^ 
To see us here unarmed : I have a woman's longings 
An appetite that I am sick withal^ 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
To talk with him^ and to behold his visage^ 
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

Enter Thehsites. 

Ther, A wonder ! 

Achil. What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the fields asking for 
himself. 

Achil, How so ? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector; 
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling^ 
that he raves in saying nothing. 

AchiL How can that be i 

Ther, Why^ he stalks up and down like a peacock^ a 
stride^ and a stand: ruminates^ like an hostess^ that 
hath no arithmetick but her brain to set down her 
reckoning : bites his lip with a politick regard^ as who 
should say — there were wit in this head, an 'twould 
out ; and so there is ; but it lies as coldly in him as 
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fire in a Ami, which will not show withont knocking. 
The man^s undone for ever ; for if Hector break not 
bis neck i'the combat^ he'll break it himself in vain- 
glory. He knows not me: I said. Good-morrow, Ajax; 
and he replies^ Thanks, Agamemnon. What think you 
of this man^ that takes me for the general? He is 
grown a very land-fish^ languageless^ a monster. A 
plague of opinion ! a man may wear it on both sides^ 
like a leather jerkin. 

AchiL Thou must be my ambassador to him^ Ther- 
sites. 

Ther. Who, I ? why, he'll answer nobody ; he pro- 
fesses not answering; speaking is for beggars ; he wears 
his tongue in his arms. I will put on his presence; 
let Patroclus make demands to me, you shall see the 
pageant of Ajax. 

jichil. To him, Patroclus : Tell him, — I humbly de- 
sire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous Hec- 
tor to come unarmed to my tent ; and to procure safe 
conduct for his person, of the magnanimous, and most 
illustrious, six-or-seven-times-honoured captain-gene^ 
ral of the Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax. 

Ther. Humph! 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles, 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. Who most humbly desires you, to invite Hee- 
tor to his tent ; 

Ther. Humph ! 

Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Agamem- 
non. 

I^r. Agamemnon? 
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Pair. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Pair. What say you to't ? 

7%er. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

7%er. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock 
it will go one way or odier ; howsoever, he shall pay 
for me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

I%er. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

AckiL Why, but he is not in this tune, is he i 

Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What musick 
will be in him when Hector has knocked out his brains, 
I know not : But, I am sure, none ; unless the fidler 
Apollo get his sinews to make catlings on. 

AchiL Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for that'« 
the more capable creature. 

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water aa ass at it ! I had rather be 
ft tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ignorance. 

[Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Troy. A Street. 

Enter, at one side, iENBAs and Servant, with a torch; 
at the other, Paris^ Deiphobus^ Antenob^ Dio« 
MLDES^ and others, with torches. 

Par. See, ho ! who's that there i 

Dei. Tis tlie lord ^neas. 

^ne. Is the prince there in person ?— 
Had 1 so good occasion to lie long^ 
As you^ prince Paris^ nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That's my mind too. — Good morrow^ lord j& 
neas. 

Par. A valiant Greeks iEneas; take his hand: 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told — how Diomed, a whole week by daysj^ 
Did haunt you in the field. 

jEne. Health to you, valiant sir. 
During all question of the gentle truce : 
But when I meet you armed, as black defiance. 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health ; 
But when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life. 
With all my force, pursuit and policy. 
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^ne. Aod thou shall hunt a lion^ that will fly 
With his face backward. — In humane gentleness^ 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises' life. 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus' hand I swear^ 
No man alive can love, in such a sort. 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio, We sympathize: — Jove, let ^neas live. 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die. 
With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow ! 

JEne. We know each other well. 

Dio, We do ; and long to know each other worse. 

Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting, . 
The noblest hateful love, that e'er 1 heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early ? 

JEne. I v/as sent for to the king ; but why, 1 know 
not. 

Par. His purpose meets you ; Twas to bring thig 
Greek 
To Calchas' house; and there to render him. 
For the cnfreed Aa tenor, the fair Cressid : 
Let's have your company ; or, if you please^ 
Haste there before us : 1 constantly do think, 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night; 
Rouse him, and give him note of our approach^ 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear. 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

£ne. That I assure you ; 
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greecej» 
Than Cresgid borne from Troy. 
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Par. There is no help ; 
The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On^ lord ; we'll follow you. 

jEne. Good morrow^ all. [£zy/. 

Par. And tell me^ noble Diomed; 'faith^ tell me 
true. 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, — 
Who, in jour thoughts, merits fair Helen best. 
Myself, or Menelaus i 

Dio. Both alike : 
He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilure,) 
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour,) 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends: 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors: 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more ; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio. She's bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris,-— 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak. 
She hath not given so many good words breath. 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do. 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 
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But we in silence hold this virtue well«*-« 

We'll not commend what we intend to sell. 

Here lies our way. lExeuni, 



SCENE IL— The name. Court before the House of 

Pamdarus. 

£ii^er Troilus and Crrssida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; the morn is cold. 

Cres. Tben^ sweet my lordj 111 call mine uncle 
down; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro, Trouble him not ; 
To bed> to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes^ 
And ^ive as soft attachment to thy senses^ 
As infants* empty of all thought ! 

Cre$. Good morrow then. 

Tro. Tr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cres. Are you aweary of me f 

Tro. O Cressida } but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath roused the ribald crows. 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. « 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with renomous wights 
she stays. 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love, 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cra. Pr'ytheej tarry ; — 
You men will never tarry.- 
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foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off. 

And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there's one 
up. 
Pan. llVithinJ] What, are all the doors open here i 
Tro, It is your uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he he mocking : 

1 shall have such a hfe, 

Pan. How now, how now? how go maidenheads? 
— Here, you maid ! where's my cousin Cressid ? 

Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking uncle ! 
You bring me lo do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what ? to do what ? — let her say what : 
what have I brought you to do i 

Cres. Come, come; beshrew your heart ! you'll ne'er 
be good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor capoc* 
chia ! — hast not slept to-night i would he not, a 
naughty man, let it sleep i a bugbear take him ! 

[Knockif^. 

Cres. Did I not tell you ? — would he were knock'd 
o'the head ! — 
Who's that at door? good uncle, go and see. — 
My lord, come you again into my chamber: 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Tro. Ha ! ha ! 

Cres. Come, you are deceived, I think of no such 

thing. — {^Knocking, 

How earnestly they knock ! — pray you, come in ; 

3 
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I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 
Pan. [Going to the door.'] Who's there i what's the 
matter? will you beat down ^he door? How now? 
what's the matter ? 

Enter ^Bneas. 

^ne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there ? my lord £neas ? By my trotb^ 
I knew you not : what news with you so early ? 

^ne. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here ! what should he do here ? 

^ne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him ; 
It doth import him much, to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you ? 'tis more than I know, 
I'll be sworn : — For my own part, I came in late : 
What should he do here ? 

JEne. Who ! — nay, then : — 
Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere you are 'ware : 
You'll be so true to him, to be false to him : 
Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither ; 
Go. 

As Pandarus is going out, enter Troilus. 

Tro. How now ? what's the matter ? 

Aine. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you. 
My matter is so rash : There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us ; and for him forthivith. 
Ere the first sacrifice, withio this hour. 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
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The lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded i 

JEne. By Priam^ and the general state of Troy : 
They are at hand^ and seady to effect it. 

Tro. How my achievements mock me ! 
I will go meet them; and^ my lord ^neas^ 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

uEtu. Good; good; my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

lExcunt Troilus and Mneab. 

Pan. Is*t possible ? no sooner got; but lost f The 
devil take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. 
A plague upon Antenor ! I would; they had brokers 
neck ! 

£ii^er Cressida. 

Cres. How now f What is the matter i Who was 
here i 

Pan. Ah; ah ! 

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly ? where's my 
lord gone i 
Tell me, sweet uncIC; what's the matter? 

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth, as I 
am above ! 

Crcs. O the gods ! — what's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in ; 'Would thou bad's! 
ne'er been born ! I knew, thou would'st be his death : 
— O poor gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor ! 

Cres. Good unclC; I beseech you on my knees, 
I beseech yoU; what's the matter i 

Pan. Thou must be gonC; wench, thou must be 
gone ; thou art changed for Antenor : thou must to 
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thy father^ and be gone from Troilus; 'twill be his 
death ; 'twill be his bane ; he cannot bear it. 

Cres. O you immortal gods ! — ^I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father ; 
I know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me. 
As the sweet Troilus. — O you gods divine ! 
Make Crcssid's name the very crown of falsehood. 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death. 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very center of the earth. 
Drawing all things to it. — Pll go in, and weep ; — 

Pan. Do, do. 

Cres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised 
cheeks ; 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

^Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— The same. Before Pandabus' House. 

Enter Paris, Tkoilus, £neas, Deiphobus, Ante- 

NOR, and Diomedes. 

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prefixed 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon : — Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do. 
And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk in to her house ; 
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I'll bring her to the Grecian presently : 

And to his hand when I deliver ber, 

Tliink it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 

A priest^ there offering to it his own heart. ^Exit. 

Par. I know what 'tis to love ; 
And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help ! — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. \^Exeuni, 



SCENE IV.— The same. A Boom in Pandabus' 

House.^ 

Enter Pandarus and Cressii>a« 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate^ 
Cres. Why tell you me of moderation ? 

The grief is fine, full, perfeet, that I taste. 

And violenteth in a sense as strong 

As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it ? 

If I could temporize with my affection. 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate^ 

The like allayment could I give my grief: 

My love admits no qualifying dross : 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

£«^er Troilus. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah sweet ducks ! 
Cres. O Troilus ! Troilus ! ^Embracing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let vae 

embrace too : O heart, — as the goodly saying is, 

heart, o heavy heart. 

Why sigh'st thou without breaking 9 
where he answers again. 
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Because thou camt not ease thy smart. 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 
There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast away no- 
things for we may live to have need of such a verse ; 
we see it, we see it. — How now, lambs ? 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain'd a purity. 
That the blest gods — as angry with my fancy. 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities, — take thee from me. 
Cres, Have the gods envy ? 
Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plain a case. 
Cres. And is it true, that I must go from Troy ? 
Tro. A hateful truth. 
Cres. What, and from Troilus too ? 
Tro. From Troy, and Troilus. 
Cres. Is it possible ? 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consigned kisses to them. 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss^ 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 
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-Sine. IJVithin.'] My lord ! is the lady ready ? 

Tro. Hark ! you are calFd : Some say, the Genius 
so 
Cries, Come! to him that instantly must die. — 
Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears i rain, to lay this wind, or 
my heart will be blown up by the root ! 

lExit Pandakus. 

Cres. I must then to the Greeks ? 

Tro. No remedy. 

Cres. A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks ! — 
When shall we see again f 

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of heart, — 

Cres. 1 true ! how now? what wicked deem is this ? 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is parting from us : — 
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 
For I will throw my glove to death himself. 
That there's no maculation in thy heart : 
But, be thou true, say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation ; be thou true. 
And I will see thee. 

Cres. O, you shall be expos'd, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent ! but, I'll be true. 

Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear this 
sleeve. 

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I see you i 

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels. 
To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Cres. O heavens ! — ^bc true, again ? 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love ; 
The Grecian youths are full of quality ; 
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They're loving, well compcs*d, with gifts of nature 

flowing. 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens ! you love me not. 

2Vo. Die [ a villain then ! 
In this I do not call your faith in question^ 
So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing. 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk^ 
Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all^ 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil. 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cres. Do you think, I will f 

Tro. No. 
But something may be done, that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

Mne. [fFiYAi/i.] Nay, good my lord,-^— 

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par. llVUhin.] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro, Good brother, come you hither; 
And bring ^neas^ and the Grecian, with you. 

Cres. My lord, will you be true f 

Tro. Who I ? alas^ it is my vice, my fault : 
While others fish with craft for great opinion^ 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 
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Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns^ 
With truth and plainness 1 do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
Is — plaiuj and true, — there's all the reach of it. 

Enter ^n^as, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobds, and 

DlOMEDES. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! here is the lady. 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand; 
And, by the way, possess thee what she is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword. 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio, Fair lady Cressid, 
So please you, save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek. 
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously. 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee. 
In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises. 
As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. 
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not. 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
111 cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilus: 
Let me be privileg'd by my place, and message;^ 
To be a speaker free; when I am hencej 
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I'll answer to ray lust : And know you^ lord^ 
ril nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall be priz'd ; but that you say— be't so, 
rU speak it in my spirit and honour, — no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — I'll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Iiady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk. 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

^Exeunt Tkoilus, Cressida, and Diomed. 

[Tfwnpet heard. 

Par. Hark ! Hector's trumpet. 

jEne. How have we spent this morning ! 
The prince must think me tardy and remiss. 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. 'Tis Troilus* fault: Come, come, to field with 
him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

^ne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity. 
Let us address .to tend on Hector's heels: 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and single chivalry. \^Exeunt. 



SCENE v.— The Grecian Camp. Lists set out. 

Enter Aj AX, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles, Pat- 
roclus,Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor, and Others. 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair. 
Anticipating tipie with starting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful ^ax ; that the appalled air 
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May pierce the head of the great combatant^ 
And hale him hither. 

Jjax, Thou, trumpet, tlierc's my purse. 
Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Out-swell the colick of puff 'd Aquilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood ; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet soufids, 

U/yss. No trumpet answers. 

jichiL 'Tis but early days. 

Agam, Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter f 

JJlyss, Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomed and Cressida. 

Agam. Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dio. Even she. 

Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweei 
lady. 

NeM. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

lJltf$s. Yet is the kindness but particular; 
Twere better she were kiss'd in general. 

Ne$t. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin.— 
So much for Nestor. 

Achil. ril take that winter from your lips, fair lady ; 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Pair. But that's no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 



^ 
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Ulyss, O deadly gall^ and theme of all our scorns ! 
For which we lose our heads^ to gild his horns. 

Patr. The first was Menelaus' kiss; — this^ mine: 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men. O, this is trim ! 

Patr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him. 

Men. I'll have my kiss, sir: — Lady, by your leave. 

Cres. In kissing, do you render, or receive ? 

Patr, Both take and give. 

Cres. ril make my match to live. 
The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 

Cres. You're an odd man ; give even or give none. 

Mem An odd man, lady i every man is odd. 

Cres. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis true. 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o'the head. 

Cres. No, I'll be sworn. 

Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against his horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you f 

Cres. You may. 

Ufyss. I do desire it. 

Cres. Why, beg then. 

Ulyss. Why, then, for Venus' sake, give me a kiss. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. ' 

Ulyss. Never's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio. Lady, a word ; — I'll bring you to your father. 

[DioMED leads out Cressida. 

Nest. A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyss. Fye, fye upon her ! 
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There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip. 

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 

At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 

To every ticklish reader ! set them down 

For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. ITrunqiet within. 

AIL The Trojans' trumpet. 

Agam. Yonder comes the troop. 

Enter Hector, armed; ^neas, Troilus, and other 

Trojans, with Attendants. 

Mne. Hail, all the state of Greece ! what shall be 
done 
To him that victory commands f Or do you purpose, 
A victor shall be known ? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or shall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field \ 
Hector bade ask. 

Agam. Which way would Hector have it ? 

^ne. He cares not, he'll obey conditions. 

Achil. Tis done like Hector ; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

Jine. [f not Achilles, sir. 
What is your name f 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing, 

Aine, Therefore Achilles : But, whate'er, know thift:— < 
In the extremi^ of great and Uttl^^ 
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Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 
The one almost as infinite as all> 
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well. 
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood : 
In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
Achil. A maiden battle then f — O, I perceive 3'ou. 

Re-^nter Diomkd. 

Agam. Here is sir Diomed : — Go, gentle knight. 
Stand by our iVjax : as you and lord iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight. 
So be it ; either to the uttermost. 
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin. 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lists. 

Ulyss, They are oppos'd already. 

Agam. What Trojan is that same, that looks so 
heavy ? 

Vlyss, The youngest son of Priam, a true knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd: 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector in his blaze of wrath subscribes 
To tender objects; but he, in heat of actiouj, 
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Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
They call him Troilus; and on him erect 
A second hope^ as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says ^neas; one^ that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul. 
Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[^Alarum. Hectob and Aj ax Jighi, 

jigam. They are in action. 

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st; 
Awake thee ! 

Agam. His blows are well dispos'd : — there, Ajax ! 

Dio. You must no more. \TruinpeU cease. 

JEne, Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax, I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

Hect, Why then, will I no more : — 
Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain : 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so. 
That thou could'st say — This hand is Grecian all. 
And this is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy ; my mothers blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Bounds^in my father's ; by Jove multipotent. 
Thou should'st not bear from me a Greekish member^ 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay. 
That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother. 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
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Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee^ Ajax : 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

jljax. I thank thee. Hector : 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st O ye* 
Cries, This is he,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

jEne. There is expectance here from both the sides^ 
What further you will do. 

Hect. We'll answer it ; 
The issue is embracement : — Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success, 
(As seld I have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. Tis Agamemnon's wish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarmed the valiant Hector. 

Hect. £neas, call my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part; 
Desire them home. — Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Jijax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Htct. The worthiest of them tell me name by name; 
But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 
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But that's no welcome : Understand more clear. 

What's past^ and what's to come, is strew'd with husks 

And formless ruin of oblivion ; 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 

Bids thee, with most divine integrity. 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 

Agam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less to you. 

[roTRoiLus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greet- 
ing ; 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Hect. Whom must we answer ? 

Men. The noble Menelaus. 

Hect. O you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet^ thanks ! 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath : 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove : 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, sir; she's a deadly theme. 

Hect. O, pardon ; I offend. 

Ne^t. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft. 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I have seen 

thee. 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 
Despising many forfeits and subduements. 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i'the air. 
Not letting it decline on the declin'd ; 
That I have said to some my standers-by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath. 
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When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
like an Olynfpian wrestling : This have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel, 
I never saw till now, I knew thy grandsire. 
And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of ns all. 
Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

JEiie. Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle. 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time : — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

Nest. I would, my arms could match thee in conten- 
tion. 
As they contend with thee in courtesy, 

Hect, I would they could. 

Nest. Ha! 
By this white beard, Pd fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time — 

Vlyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands. 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead. 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulysi. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue r 
My prophesy is but half his journey yet; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town. 
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds. 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Hect. I must not believe you : 
There they stand yet; and modestly I think. 
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The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator^ time. 
Will one day end it. 

Ulj/98. So to him we leave it. 
Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

jicML I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou ! — 
^ow. Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 
J.Mave with exact view perus'd thee. Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect. Is this Achilles ? 

AchiL I am Achilles. 

Hcct, Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 

AchiL Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay, I have done already. 

AcJdL Thou art too brief; I will the second time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect. O, like a book of sport thou'lt read me o'er; 
But there's more in me than thou understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye? 

AchiL Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his 
body 
Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 

Ihct. It would discredit the bless'd gods, proud man. 
To answer such a question : Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch my life^so pleasantly. 
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As to preoominate in nice conjecture^ 
Where thou wilt hit me dead i 

Achil. I tell thee, yea. 

Hcct. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well ; 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm, 
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er. — 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 
His insolence, draws folly from my lips ; 
But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words. 
Or may I never — 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin ; — 
And you, Achilles, let these threats alone. 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't : 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field ; 
We have had pelting wars, since you refus'd 
The Grecians' cause. 

AchiL Dost thou entreat me. Hector i 
To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-night, all friends. 

Hcct. Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 
There in the full convive we : afterwards. 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow. 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

lExeunt all but Tboilvs and Ulysses. 

VOL. XIII. u 
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Tro. My lord Ulysses^ tell me, I beseech you. 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

[//yss. At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth. 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much. 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 
To bring me thither ? 

Vlyss. You shall command me, sir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there. 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 
She was belov'd, she lov'd; she is, and doth : 
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 

[Exemt. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE I.—l%e Grecian Camp. Before AciiiLtEs' 

Tent. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

jlcfUl. I'll heat his blood with GreekisH wine to- 
night. 
Which with my scimitar Fll cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Thersites. 

Enter Thersites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of envy ? 
Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news i 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and 
idol of idiot-worshippers, here's a letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment ? 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now f 

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Patr. Well said. Adversity! and what need these 
tricks i 

Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy; I profit not by thy 
talk: thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue ! what's that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten 
diseases of the souths the guts-griping, ruptures^ ca.-^ 



520 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. ACT ¥• 

tarrbs^ loads o'gravel i'the back^ lethargies^ cold palsies, 
raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wbeezing lungs, bladders 
full of imposthume, sciaticas, lime-kilns i'the palm, in- 
curable bone-ach, and the rivelled fee-simple of the 
tetter, take and take again such preposterous discove- 
ries. 

Pair. Why thou damnable box of envy, thou, what 
meanest thou to curse thus i 

Ther. Do I curse thee ? 

Pair. Why, no, you ruinous butt ; you whoreson in- 
distinguishable cur, no, 

Ther. No ? why art thou then exasperate, thoa idle 
immaterial skein of sleive silk, thou green sarcenet flap 
for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's purse, thou i 
Ah, how the poor world is pestered with such water- 
flies ; diminutives of nature ! 

Patr; Out, gall ! 

Ther. Finch egg ! 

AcML My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love; 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay ; 

My major vow lies here, this I'll obey. 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent; 
This night in banqueting must all be spent. — 
Away, Patroclus. 

{Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus* 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
tAiese two may run mad; but if with too much brain. 



k 



8CBNB I. TBOILUfl AND CRESSIDA. S2i 

and too little bloody they do^ Fll be a curer of mad- 
men. Here's Agamemnon^ — an honest fellow enough^ 
and one that loves quails; but he has not so much 
brain as ear-wax: And the goodly transformation of 
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull, — the primitive sta- 
tue, and oblique memorial of cuckolds; a thrifty shoe- 
ing-hom in a chain, hanging at his brother's leg, — to 
what form, but that he is, should wit larded with ma- 
lice, and malice forced with wit, turn him to ? To an 
ass, were nothing : he is both ass and ox : to an ox 
were nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a 
mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a put- 
tock, or a herring without a roe, I would not care : but 
to be Menelaus, — I would conspire against destiny. 
Ask me not what I would be, if I were not Thersites; 
for I care not to be the louse of a lazar, so I were not 
Menelaus. — Hey-day ! spirits and fires I 

Enter Hector, Tboilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulys- 
ses, Nestor, MBNELAUs,am2DioMED,trt7ALtg/i^s. 

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. No, yonder 'tis; 
There, where we see the lights. 
HecL I trouble you. 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 
l/Zyss. Here comes himself to guide you. 

Enter Achilles. 

AchiL Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes 

all. 

Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 
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Hect, Thanks^ and good nighty to the Greeks' ge- 
neral. 

Men. Good nighty my lord. 

Hect. Good nighty sweet Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught : Sweety quoth a' ! sweet sink, 
sweet sewer. 

jichil. Good night. 
And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 

Agam. Good night. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus, 

Achil. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio, I cannot, lord ; I have important business. 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great Hector. 

Hect. Give me your hand. 

Vli^ss. Follow his torch, he goes 
To Calchas' tent; I'll keep you company. 

\Ande to Troilus. 

Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect, And so good night. 

[Exit DioMEo; Ulysses aiuf TRoiLUsybZ/otrtfig. 

Achil, Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor. 

Ther. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, a 
most unjust knave; I will no more trust him when he 
leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : he will spend 
his mouthy and promise, like Brabler the hound ; but 
when he performs, astronomers foretell it; it is prodi- 
gious, there will come some change ; the sun borrows 
of the moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will ra- 
ther leave to see Hector, than not to dog him : they 
say, he keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calr 
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chas' tent : I'll after. — NothiDg but lechery ' all incon- 
tinent varlets ! [£jtV. 



SCENE II.— The same. Before Calchas' Tent. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. What are you up here, ho ? speak. 
Cal. IWiihin,] Who calk? 

Dio. Diomed.*!— Calchas, I think. — ^Where's your 
daughter ? 

Cal. [WrVAfn.] She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance; after them 

Thersites. 

Ulifss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida. 

Tro. Cressid come forth to him ! 

Dio. How now, my charge ? 

Cres. Now, my sweet guardian ! — Hark ! a word with 
you. [Whi^^ers. 

Tro. Yea, so familiar ! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take her 
cliff; she's noted. 

Dio. Will you remember ? 

Cres. Remember? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then; 
And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should she remember ? 

Vlyss. List! 
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Cres. Sweet honey Greeks tempt me no more to folly. 

Ther. Roguery! 

Dio, Nay, then, — 

Cres. rU tell you what : — 

Dh. Pho! pho! come, tell a pin: You are for- 
sworn. — 

Cres, In faith, I cannot : What would you have me 
do? 

Thtr. A juggling trick, to he — secretly open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on me ? 

Cres. I pr'y thee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that^ sweet Greek. 

Dio. Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience ! 

Vlyss. How now, Trojan? 

Cres, Diomed, 

Dio. No, no, good night : I'll be your fool no more. 

Tro. Thy better must. 

Cres. Hark ! one word in your ear. 

Tro. O plague and madness ! 

Vlyss. You are mov'd, prince ; let us depart^ I pray 
you. 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself* 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly ; 1 beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 

Ulyss. Now, good my lord, go oflF: 
You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord. 

Tro. I pr'ythee, stay. 

Ulyss. You have not patience ; come. 

Tro. I pray you, stay; by hell, and all hell's tor- 
ments. 
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I will not speak a word. 
Dio. And so^ good night. 
Cres. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Tro, Doth that grieve thee ? 

withered truth ! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord i 
Tro. By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Cre$. Guardian ! — why, Greek ! 

Xh'o. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. 

Cres. In faith, I do not ; come hither once again. 

Ulyss, You shake, my lord, at something ; will you 
go? 
You will break out. 

Tro. She strokes his cheek ! 

Ulyss. Come, come. 

Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not speak a word : 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience: — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, and 
potatoe finger, tickles these together! Fry, lechery^ 
fry! 

Dio. But will you then i 

Cres. In faith, I will, la ! never trust me else. 

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Cres. I'll fetch you one. [Exit. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, my lord ; 
I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel ; I am all patience. 

Reenter Cressida. 
J%€r. Now the pledge ; now> now^ now ! 
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Crcs. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. O beauty ! where's thy faith i 

Vlyss. My lord, 

Tro. I will be patient: outwardly I will. 

Cres, You look upon that sleeve : Behold it well.— 
He loved me — O false wench ! — Give't me again. 

Dio. Whowas'tf 

Cres, No matter, now I have't again. 
1 will not meet with you to-morrow night: 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens ; — Well said, whetstone. 

Dio. I shall have it. 

Cres. What, this ? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cres. O, all you gods ! — O pretty pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove. 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it. 
As I kiss thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it. 

Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed ; Yaith you shall 
not; 
I'll give you something else. 
i. Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it ? 

Cres, 'Tis no matter. 

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. Twas one's that loved me better than you will. 
But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whose was it i 

Cres. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder. 
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And by herself^ I will not tell you whose. 

Dto. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy horn. 
It should be challeng'd. 

Cres. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past; — ^And yet it is 
not; 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, farewell ; 
Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go : — One cannot speak a word. 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto : but that, that likes not you, 
pleases me best. 

Dio. What, shall I come ? the hour ? 

Cre$. Ay, come : — O Jove ! — 
Do come : — I shall be plagu'd. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Cres. Good night. I pr'ythee, come. — 

[Exit DlOMEDES. 

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ah ! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find. 
The error of our eye directs our mind : 
What error leads, must err; O then conclude. 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude* 

lExit Ceessida. 

Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish more. 
Unless she said. My mind is now tum'd whore. 

Ufyss. All's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 
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Ulyu. Why stay we thea ? 

Tro. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable, that here was spoke. 
But^ if I tell how these two did co-act. 
Shall 1 not lie in publishing a truth i 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 
An esperance so obstinately strong. 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deceptions functions. 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sure. 

Ulyst. Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

IJlyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn criticks — apt, without a theme. 
For depravation, — to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule: rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyhs. What hath she done, prince, that can soil our 
mothers? . 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on's own eyes ? 

Tro. This she f no, this is Diomed's Cressida : 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony. 
If sanctimony be the gods' delight. 
If there be rule in unity itself. 
This was not she. O madness of discourse. 
That cause sets up with and against itself ! 
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Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 

Without perdition^ and loss assume all reason 

Without revolt ; this is^ and is not^ Cressid ! 

Within my soul there doth commence a fight 

Of this strange nature^ that a thing inseparate 

Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 

Admits no orifice for a pointy as subtle 

As is Arachne's broken woof^ to enter. 

Instance^ O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ; 

Cressid is mine^ tied with the bonds of heaven : 

Instance^ O instance ! strong as heaven itself; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp'd^ dissolv'dj and loos'd ; 

And with another knot five-finger tied> 

The fractions of her faiths orts of her love^ 

The fragments^ scraps^ the bits^ and greasy reliques 

Of her o'er-eaten faith^ are boond to Diomed. 

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half-attach'd 
With that which here his passion doth express ? 

Tro. Ay, Greek, and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
Hark, Greek ; — As much as I do Cressid love. 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 
That sleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill. 
My sword should bite it: not the dreadful spout. 
Which shipmen do the hurricano call, 
Constring'd in mass by the almighty sun, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 



380 TBOILUS AND CRESSIDA. ACT T. 

Falling on Diomed. 

Thcr, He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro. O Cressid ! O false Cressid ! false^ false^ false ! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name^ 
And they'll seem glorious. 

Ultfss. O, contain yourself; 
Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter iENEAs. 

JEne. I have been seeking yoi^this hour^ my lord : 
Hector^ by this^ is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax^ your guards stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince : — My courteous lord, 
adieu :-?- 
Farewell, revolted fair ! — and, Diomed, 
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyss, ril bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, iENSAs, and Ulysses. 

Ther. 'Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed ! I 
would croak like a raven; I would bode, I would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence 
of this whore : the parrot will not do more for an al- 
mond, than he for a commodious drab. Lechery, 
lechery; still, wars and lechery; nothing else holds 
fashion : A burning devil take them ! [Exit. 
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SCENE III.— Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 

Enter Hector and Andromache. 

jlnd. When was my lord so much ungently tem- 
pered. 
To stop his ears against admonishment i 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hect. You train me to offend yoii ; get you in : 
By all the everlasting gods FIl go. 
jlnd. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the 

day. 
HecL No more, I say. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Cas. Where is my brother Hector ? 

jlnd. Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intent: 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition. 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream'd 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

Cas. O, it is true.''* 

Hect, Ho ! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Ca$. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet bro- 
ther. 

Hect. Begone, I say : the gods have heard me 
swear. 

Cat. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows : 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And. O ! be persuaded : Do not count it holy 
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To hart by being just: it is as lawfiil^ 

For we would give much^ to use violent thefts. 

And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cos. It is the purpose, that makes strong the vow ; 
But vows, to every purpose, must not hold : 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Htct. Hold you still, I say : 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. — ■ 

Enter Troilus. 

How now, young man ? meanest thou to fight to-day ? 

jlnd, Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[Exit Cassandra. 

HecL No, 'faith, young Troilus; doflF thy harness, 
youth, . 
I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong. 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
rU stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide me 
for it. 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall. 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword. 
You bid them rise, and live. 

Hect. O, 'tis fair play. 

Tro. Fool's play, by heaven. Hector. 

Hcct. How now f how now f 
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Tro, For the love of all the gods> 
Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother ; 
And when we have our armours buckled on^ 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work^ rein them from ruth. 

Hect. Fye, savage^ fye ! 

Tro, Hector, then 'tis wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Tro. Who should withhold me i 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees. 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Opposed to hinder me, should stop my way. 
But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priam. 

Cos. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast: 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay. 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 
Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, coipe, go back : 
Thy wife hath dreamed ; thy mother hath had visions ; 
Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt. 
To tell thee, that this day is ominous : 
Therefore, come back. 

Hect. iEneas is a-field ; 
And I do stand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

VOL. XIII. X 
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Pri. But tboa shalt not go. 

Hect. I must not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore^ dear sir. 
Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cas, O, Priam, yield not to him. 

jind. Do not, dear father. 

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

lExit Andromache. 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas. O farewell, dear Hector. 
Look, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement. 
Like witless anticks, one another meet. 
And all cry — Hector ! Hector's dead ! O Hector ! 

Tro, Away ! — Away ! 

Cas. Farewell. — Yet, soft: — Hector, I take my 
leave : 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [£xtV. 

Hect. You are amazed, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Go in, and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 

Pri. Farewell : the gods with safety stand about 
thee! 

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector. 
jilarums. 
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Tro. They are at it; hark ! Proud Diomed^ believe^ 
I cotne to lose my arm, or wia my sleeve. 

As Troilus isgoing out, enter, from the other side, Pan- 

DARUS. 

Pan, Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear i 

Tro. What now? 

Pan, Here's a letter from yon' poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan, A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally ptisick 
so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this girl; 
and what one thing, what another, that I shall leave 
you one o'these days : And I have a rheum in mine 
eyes too ; and such an ache in my bones, that, unless a 
man were cursed, I cannot tell what to think on't. — 
What says she there i 

Tro, Words, words, mere words, no matter from 
the heart ; [^Tearing the letter. 

The eifect doth operate another way. — 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. [^Exeunt severally. 



SC£NE IV. — Between Troy and the Grecian camp, 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Thersites. 

Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another; 
111 go look on. That dissembling abominable varlet, 
Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting foolish 
young knave's sleeve of Troy there, in his helm : I 
would fain see them meet ; that that same young Tro- 
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jan ass^ that loves the whore there, might send that 
Greekish whoremasterlj villain, with the sleeve, back 
to the dissembling luxurious drab, on a sleeveless er« 
rand. O' the other side. The policy of those crafty 
swearing rascals, — that slale old mouse-eaten dry cheese, 
Nestor ; and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, — is not pro- 
ved worth a blackberry : — They set me up, in policy, 
that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that dog of as bad a 
kind, Achilles: and now is the cur Ajax prouder than 
the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day ; whereupon 
the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism, and policy 
grows into an ill opinion. Soft! here come sleeve, 
and t'other. 

Enter DioMEDEs, Troilvs following. 

Tro. Fly not; for, shouldstthou take the river Styx, 
I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 
I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee ! 

Ther, Hold thy whore, Grecian ! — now for thy 
whore, Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

lExeuni Troilus and DiOMEDEs,Jigkting. 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector's 
match ? 
Art thou of blood, and honour ? 

Ther, No, no : — I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 
Hect, I do believe thee ; — live. [£riY. 
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Thcr, God-a-raercy, that thou wilt believe me ; But 
a plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! What's 
become of the wenching rogues ? I think, they have 
swallowed one another : I would laugh at that mira- 
cle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. I'll seek them. 

iExit. 



SCENE W.—The same. 

Enter Diomedes and a Servant. 

Dio, Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus' horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 
Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

Serv. I go> my lord. ^Exit Servant. 

Enter Agamemnon. 

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner; 
And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam. 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain ; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadl}' hurt ; 
Patroclus ta'en, or slain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers ; haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perish all. 
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Enter Nestor. 

Nest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles ; 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame, — 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horse. 
And there lacks work ; anon, he's there afoot. 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder. 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge. 
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes ; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite. 
That what he will, he does : and does so much. 
That proof is call'd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulj/ss. O, courage, courage, princes ! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 
That noseless, handless, liack'd and chipp'd^ come to 

him. 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend. 
And foams at mouth, and he is armed, and at it. 
Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastick execution; 
Engaging and redeeming of himself. 
With such a careless force, and forceless care. 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 
Bade him win all. 
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Enter Ajax. 

Ajax, Troilus ! thou coward Troilus ! [Exit. 

Dio, Ay, there, there. 

Nest. So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

AchiL Where is this Hector ? 
Come, come, thou hoy-queller, show thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector ! where's Hector ? I will none but Hector. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE Wl.— Another Part of the Field. 

Enter Ajax. 
Ajax, Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head ! 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What would'st thou ? 
Dfo. I would correct him. 

Ajax, Were I the general, thou should'st have my 
office. 
Ere that correction : — ^Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus ! 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro. O traitor Diomed ! — turn thy false face, thou 
traitor. 
And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse ! 
Dio. Ha ! art thou there i 
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jijax, VI] fight with him alone : standi Diomed. 
Dio, He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
Tro, Come both, you cogging Greeks ; have at you 
both. lExeuntj^gkting. 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. Yea, Troilus ? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother ! 

Enter Achilles. 

AchiL Now do I see thee : Ha ! have at thee^ Hec- 
tor. 

Ilect, Pause, if thou wilt. 

AchiL I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of use : 
My rest and negligence befriend thee now. 
But thou anon shalt hear of me again ; 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Ext/. 

Hect. Fare thee well : — 
I would have been much more a fresher man. 
Had I expected thee. — How now, my brother f 

Re-enter Troilus. 

Tro. Ajax hath ta'en £neas ; Shall it be i 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven. 
He shall not carry him ; Til be taken too. 
Or bring him off : — Fate, hear me what I say ! 
I reck not though I end my life to-day. [£xi^. 

Enter one in sumptuous armour. 

Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek ; thou art a goodly 
mark:— 
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No f wilt thou not ? — I like thy armour well ; 

ril frush it^ and unlock the rivets all^ 

But ril be master of it : — Wilt thou not^ beast^ abide f 

Why then^ fly on^ 111 hunt thee for thy hide. 



SCENE Vll.— The same. 

Enter Achilles^ with Myrmidons. 

AchiL Come here about me^ you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I say. — Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke^ but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector founds 
Empale him with your weapons round about; 
In fellest manner execute your arms. 
Follow me^ sirs^ and my proceedings eye:— 
It is decreed— Hector the great must die. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VIII.— 1%^ same. 
Enter Menelaus and T? aris, Jighting : then Thbrsi- 

TES. 

Ther. The cuckold^ and the cuckold-maker are at it : 
Now^ bull ! nowj dog ! 'Loo^ Paris, 'loo ! now my 
double-henn'd sparrow ! 'loo^ Paris^ loo ! The bull 
has the game : — 'ware horns^ ho ! 

[Exeunt Paris^ and Mbnblau9. 

Enter Maroarelon. 
Mar, Tum^ slave^ and fight. 
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Thcr. What art thou ? 

Mar, A bastard son of Priam's. 

Thcr, I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I am a 
bastard begot^ bastard instructed^ bastard in mind, 
bastard in valour^ in every thing iUegitimate. One 
bear will not bite another^ and wherefore should one 
bastard ? Take heed^ the quarrel's most ominous to us : 
if the son of a whore fight for a whore^ he tempts 
judgment : Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! [Exeunt, 



SCENE IX,— Another Part oftlie Field. 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without. 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done ; I'll take good breath : 
Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 

iPuts off his Helmet, and hangs his Shield behind 
him. 

Enter Achilles and Myrtnidons. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: ^ 
Even with the vail and dark ning of the sun. 
To close the day up, Hector's life is done. 

Hect, I am unarm'd ; forego this vantage, Greek. 

AchiL Strike, fellows, strike ; this is the jnan I seek. 

[HECTORya/&. 

So, Ilion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down ; 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. — 
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On^ Myrmidons ; and cry you all amaio, 
AchilUs hath the mighty Hector slain. 

[A retreat sounded. 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like^ my lord. 
AchiL The dragon wing of night overspreads the 
earthy 
And^ stickler-like^ the armies separates. 
My half-suppM sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.^- 

{^Sheaths his sword. 
Come, tie his body to my horse's tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. lExeunt. 



SCENE X.—The same. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, 
DioMEDEs, and others, marching. Shouts within. 

Agam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that i 

'Nestf Peace, drums. 

[Within.-] Achilles ! 
Achilles ! Hector's slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is — Hector's slain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Agam. March patiently along : Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent.— 
If in his death the gods have us befriended. 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[ExewU, marching. 
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SCENE XL— Another part of the Field. 

Enter IEheas and Trojans. 

Mne. Standi ho ! yet are we masters of the field : 
Never go home ; here starve we out the night. 

£it/^r Troilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

AIL Hector !— The gods forbid ! 

Tro. He's dead ; and at the murderer's horse's tail^ 
In beastly sort^ dragg'd through the shameful field. — 
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed f 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy ! 
I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy. 
And linger not our sure destruction on ! 

JEne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 

Tro, You understand me not, that tell me so : 
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence^ that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd. 
Go in to Troy, and say there — Hector's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives^ 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away : 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet ; — You vile abominable tents. 
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Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains^ 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare^ 

rU through and through you ! — ^And thou^ great-siz'd 

coward ! 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates ; 
I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt ^nbas^ and Trojans. 

A$ Troilus is going out, enter, from the other side, 

Pandarus. 

Pan. But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro, Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! 

[£riY Troilus. 

Pan. A goodly med'cine for my aching bones ! — O 
world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent despised ! 
O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you set a' 
work, and how ill requited ! Why should our endea- 
vour be so loved, and the performance so loathed i 
what verse for it? what instance for it? — Let me 
see : — 

Full merrily the humble bee doth sing. 
Till he hath lost his honey, and his sting : 
And being once subdued in armed tail. 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. — 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted 
cloths. 
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As many as be here of pander's hall^ 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall : 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans. 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade, ' 
Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 
It should be now, but that my fear is this, — 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss : 
Till then I'll sweat, and seek about for eases; 
And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. 

lExit. 
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